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Prologus. 


T He humble Socke that true Comedians we^-re, 
Our Mufe hath don’d, and to your fav’ring eyes^ 
In lowed Plain e-fong doth her felfe appeare, 
Borrowing no colours from a quaint difguife : 

If your faire favours caufe her fpirit to rife, 

Shee to the highefl pitch her wings fhali reare, 

And prowd quothurnicke a<5lion lhall devife, 

To win your fweet applaufe the deemes fo deare* 

Meane while fhore up your tender pamping twig, 

That yet on humble ground doth lowly lie : 

Your favours funnefhine guilding once this fprig, 

It may yeeld NeHar for the gods on hie : 

Though our Invention lame, imperfedi be. 

Yet give the Cripple almes for charity. 





THE 


Faire Maid of the Exchange. 


Scene, I 

Enter Scarlet and Bolhin^ton, 


VEN now the welcome twillight doth 
falute 

Th’ approaching night, clad in black fable 
weeds. 

my thoughts, that harbour nought but 

death, 

Thefts murthers, rapes and fuch like damned adles, 
The infant babes to whom my foule is nurfe : 

Come Bobhngton^ this flarre befpangled skie 
Bodeth forae good, the wether’s faire and dry. 

Bob, My fcarlet-hearted Scarlet^ gallant blood, 
Whofe bloody deeds are worthy memory 
Of after ages, let me imbrace thee : fo 
So now me thinkes I fold a richer gemme, 

Than wealthy India can afford to Spaine : 

There lies my treafure, and within thy armes 
Security that never breedeth harmes. 

Scarlet, Brave refolution, I am proud to fee 
So fweet a graft upon a worme-wood tree, 

Whofe juyce is gall, but yet the finite mod rare ; 

Who wreakes the tree, if that the fruit be faire I 
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Therefore refolre, if we a booty get, 

It bootes not whence, from whom, when, where, or 
what 

Well (God forgive ns) here lets take our 
flands, 

We mull have gold although we have bo lands. 

Enter Phillis and Vrfula, 

Phil Stay Vrjula^ have you thofe futes of Ruffes, 
Thofe flomachers, and that fine peeee of Lawne, 
Marck’d with the Letters C.C. and S. 

Vrfula, I have. 

PML If your forgetfulneffe caufe any defedl, 

You’r like to pay for’t, therefore looke unto it. 

Vrfu. I would our ioumey had as fafe an end, 

As I am fure my Ladies ruffes are here, 

And other wares which fhe befpoke of you. 

Phil Tis good.; but flay, give me thy hand my 
girle, 

Tis fomewhat darke, come, let us helpe each other : 
She pail her word one of her gentlemen 
Should meet us at the bridge, and that' s not farre, 

I mufe they are not come, I doe affure thee, 

Were I not much beholding to her Ladifhip 
For many kindneffes ; Mile-end^ fhouid Hand 
This gloomy night unvifited for ns. 

But come, me thinks I may difcerne the bridge. 

And fee a. man or two, in very deed. 

Her word, her love and all is very honorable. 

Boh, A prize young Scarlet^ Oh, a gallant prize. 
And we the Pirats- that will feaze the fame 
To our owne ufes. 

Scar, But hold man, not too fafl ; 

As farre as I can gather by their words, 

They take us for my Ladies Gentlemen, 

Who, as it feemes, fhouid meet them on their way, 
Then if thou faffl the word weele feeme thofe men, 
And by thofe meanes withdraw them from their way, 
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Where we may^ifle them of what they carry, 

I meane, both goods, and their virginity. 

Bob. Tit well advised, but Scarlet^ give me leave 
To play the Gentleman and welcome*' them. 

Scar. Inioy thy wifh. 

Bob. Welcome you facred ilarres, 

That adde bright glory to the fable night 
Scar. Excellent, by heaven. 

Bob. I am forry your beautie’s fo difcomfited, 
Treading fo many tedious weary Heps, 

And we not prefent to affociate you. 

Scar. Oh, blefied Bobbington. 

Phil. Sir, I doe thanke you for this taken paines, 
That as your worthy Ladie promifde me, 

We now inioy your wifhed company. 

Scar. Sheets thine owne boy, I warrant thee. 

Bob. And I am proud, too proud of this imploy- 
ment, 

Come M. Scarlet take you that prety fweet, 

You fee my Ladies care ; Ihe promifde one 
But hath fent two. 

PML Tis honourably done. 

Bob. This is your way. 

Phil. That way, alas fir no. 

Bob, Come, it is : nay then it lhall be fo. 

Phil. What meane you Gentlemen ? 

Vrfu. O he will rob me. 

Phil. Looke to the box Vrfula. 

PML 6^ Vrfu. Helpe, helpe, niurther, murther. 

Enter the CrippU. 

Crip. Now you fupporters of decrepit youth, 

That mount this fubfiance twixt faire heaven and 
earth, 

Be flrong to beare that huge deformity, 

And be my hands as nimble to diredl them, 

As your defires to waft me hence to London. 
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Phil. Vrfu. Helpe, helpe, heelerravifh me. 

Crep. My thinks I heare the found of ravilh- 
ment 

Phil. 6^ Vrfti^ lielpe, helpe. 

Crip. Many and will, knew I but where, and 
how. 

What do I fee ? 

Theeves full of lull befet virginity I 

Now fLirre thee Cripple, and of thy foure legs 

Make ufe of one, to doe a virgin good ; 

Hence ravening curres ; what, are you at a prey ? 

Will nothing fatisfie your greedy chaps 

But virgins fielh ? He teach you prey on carrion, 

Pighl 6^ beate them away. 
Packe damned ravifhers, hence villaines. 

Phil. Thankes, honell friend, who from the gates 
of death 

Hath fet our virgin ioules at liberty. 

Crip. Give God the glory that gave me the 
power. 

Phil. I do, kind Sir, and thinke my felfe much 
bound 

To him above, to thee that treads this ground ; 

And for this aid, lie ever honour thee ; 

My honour you haue fau’d, redeem’d it home : 

Wliich wer’t not done, by this time had beene gone. 

Crip. Hereafter more of this ; but tell me now 
The caule of Ihefe events, th’efifedl, and how. 

Phil. He tell you fir ; but let us leave this place. 
And onward on our way. 

Enter Scarlet and Bobbington. 

Bab. It fhall be fo, fee where they walke along. 

He croffe the other way and meet them full, 

Keepe thou this way and when thou hearfl us chat. 
Come thou behinde him fnatch away his crutches, 
And then thou knowfl he needs muA fall to ground. 
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And what fhalf follow leave the reft to me. Exit Boh, 
Scar. About it then. 

Crip. Yfaith fhe is an honourable Lady, 

And I much wonder that her Ladilhip 
Gives intertaine to fuch bad men as thefe. 

Enter Bobbington. 

Bob. Stand thou that hall more legs than nature 
gave thee. 

Crip. Mongrell, He choofe. 

Scar. Then go to fir, you fhalL 
All^ AIL Murder, murder. 

Enter Frank Goulding. 

Frank, Stay there my horfe : 

Whence comes this eccho of extremity ? 

AIL Helpe, helpe. 

Frank. What doe I heare, a virgin call for helpe ? 
Hands off dam’nd vilhanes, or by heaven I fweare, 

He fend you all to hell. Fight and drive them away. 

Crip. Hold, forbeare. 

I came in refcue of Virginity. 

Phil. He did, he did, and freed us once from 
thrall, 

But now the fecond time they wrought his fall 
Frank. Now you diflrefled obiefts, do you tell 
Vpon what mount of woe your forrowes dwell. 

Phil. Firll get we hence away, and as we goe, 
Kinde gentleman, our fortunes you lhall know. 

Crip. Thanks worthy fir, may but the Cripple be, 
Of power to giatifie this courtefie, 

I then fhall thinke the heavens doe favour me. 

Phil. No more now for Gods fake, let us goe 
hence. 

Crip, If I doe live, your love He recompence. 

Exeunt 
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Enter Mall Berry. 

Mall. T Ow for my true-loves liand-kercher ; 
thefe flowers 

Are pretty toyes, are very pretty toyes : 

0 but me thinks the Peafcod would doe better, 

The Peafcod and the Bloffome, wonderfull I 
Now as I live, iie furely have itfo. 

Some maides will choofe the Gilliflower, fome the 
P-ofe, 

Becaufe their fweet cents doe delight the nofe, 

But very fooies they are in my opinion, 

The very worft being drawne by cunning art, 

Seemes in the eye as pleafant to the heart. 

But heer’s the queflion, whether my love or no 
Will feeme content ^ I, there the game doth goe : 
And yet ile pawne my head he will applaude 
The Peafcod and the flower, my pretty choice. 

For wjiat is he loving a thing in heart, 

Loves not the counterfeit, though made by art ^ 

1 cannot tell how others fancy fland, 

But I reioyce fometime to take in hand, 

The firaile of that I love ; and I protefl. 

That pretty peafcod likes my humour bell, 

But ile unto the Drawers, heele counfell me, 

Heere is his fliop : alas, what fliall I doe ? 

Hee% not within, now all my labour’s loft, 

See, fee, how forward love is ever croft, 

But llay, what Gallant’s this ? 

Enter M. Bawdier. 

Bawd. A plague on this Drawer, hee’s never at 
at home : 

Good morrow fweet-heart, tell me, how thou doft ? 
Mall. Vpon what acquaintance 
Bawd. That’s all one, once I love thee, give me 
thy hand and fay, Amen. 
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Mall, Haiffls off, fir Knave, and weare it for a 
favour. 

Bowd, What ? doft thou meane thy love pretty 
foole? 

Mali, No foole, the knave, O groffe ; 

A gentleman and of fo fliallow wit ! 

Bowd, I know thou camfl to the Drawer. 

Mall, How then ? 

Bowd, Am not I the properer man ? 

MalL Yes, to make an affe on. 

Bowd, Will you get up and ride % 

Mall, No, ile lackey by his fide, and whip the 
Affe. 

Bowd, Come, come, leave your iefling, I ftiall pul 
you down. 

Mall, With that face ! away, you want wit. 

Bowd, By this hand, I fhall. 

Mall, By the Affe-head you fhall not. 

Bowd, Go to, you are a woman. 

Mall, Come, come, y’are a man. 

Bowd, I have feene as faire. 

Mall, I have heard as wife. 

Bowd, As faire as Mall Berry, 

MalL As wife as young Bawdier^ 

Bowd, As M. Bowdlen 
Mall, Hoida ; come up. 

Bowd, Go thou downe then. 

Mall, No good affe, bate an Affe of that. 

Enter Bar?iard, 

Bar, What M. Bowdler, will it neere be other- 
wife ? 

Still, flill a hunting; every-day wenching ? 

Bowd, Faith fir, the modefl behaviour of this gen- 
\ tlewoman, 

Hath infinuated my company. 

MalL Lord how eloquence flowes in this gentle- 
man 1 
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Bowd. Faith, I fliall put you dowfie in talke, you 
were beft to yeeld. 

Mali. Nor fir, I will hold out as long as I may, 
Though in the end you beare the foole away. 

Bowd. Meane you by me ? you gull me not ? 

Mall. No by this night, not L 
Bowd. For if you did, I would intoxicate my 
head. 

Mall. Yea, I dare fweare youle goe a foole to bed. 
Bowd. Meane you by mee ? you gull me not? 
Bar. No, I dare fweare the Gentlewoman meane? 
well. 

Mall. And fo I doe indeed, himfelfe can tell : 

But this it is, fpeake Maidens what they will, 

Men are fo captious the’il ever confter ill. 

Barn. To her fir, to her, I dare fware fhe loves 
you : 

Bowd. Well then faire Mall, you love me as you 
fay. 

Mai. I never made you promife, did I, I pray ? 
Bowd. All in good time you will doe, elfe you lie, 
Will you not ? 

Mall. No forfooth not I. 

Bowd. Barnard, fhe guiles me flill 
Barn. Tis but your mif-conceit, try her againe : 
You know by courfe all women muft be coy ; 

To her againe, then fhe may happly yeeld. 

Bowd. Not I, in faith. 

Mall, Then mine ihall be the field : 

Wifdome, adue, once more faint heart farewell ; 

Yet if thou feeft the Drawer, I prethee tell him. 

Mall Berry hath more worke for him to doe : 

And for your felfe, learne this when you doe woe, 
Anne you with courage, and with good take heed, 

For he that fpares to fpeake mull fpare to fpeed, 

And fo farewell. Exit 

Bowd. Call her againe, Barnard. 

Barn. Sheets too fwift for me : 

Why this is the right courfe of gullery, 
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What did you ilieane having fo faire an aime 
So fondly to let flip fo faire a game ? 

Bawdier, become a man for maides will ftand, 

And then fhrike home, art thou not young and lufty, 
The minion of delight, faire from thy birth, 

Adonis play-pheere, and the pride of earth 1 
Bowd, I know it, but a kind of honeft blood, 
Tilts in my loynes, with wanton appetites. 

She bade me doe a meffage to the Drawer, 

And I will doe it ; there will come a day, 

When Humfrey Bowdler, will keepe holiday, 

Then Mall looke to your felfe, fee you be fped, 

Or by this light He have your maiden head. 

Barn. Spoke like a gallant, fpoke like a gentle- 
man, fpoke like your felfe : 

Now doe I fee fome fparkes of manhood in you, 
Keepe in that key, keepe in the felfe fame fong. 

He gage my head youle have her love ere long. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Ferdinand and Franke. 

Frank, Wilt thou not tell me (brother Ferdinand) 
Now by this light He haunt thee like a fprite, 

Vntil I know whence fprings this melancholy. 

Ferd. O brother ! 

Thou art too young to reach |he depth of griefe, 
That is immur'd within my hearts deepe clofet, 

A thoufand fighes keepe daily centinell, 

That beate like whirle-winds all my comfort backy 
As many fobbes guard my diflreffed heart, 

That no releife comes neere to aid my foule, 

Millions of woes like bands of anned men, 

Stop up the paffage of my fweet reliefe : 

And art thou then perfwaded that thy words, 

Can any comfort to my foule afford ? 

No, no, good Franke, deere brother then forbeare, 
Vnleffe with griefe in me youle take a Chare. 

Fran, Griefe me no gnefes, but tell me what it is 


CO 
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Makes ibv fweet Ferdinand thus pafhoftate : 
lie conjure griefe, if ^iefe be fuch an evill, 

In fpite of Fortune, Fates, or any Devill. 

Ferd. Wilt thou not leave me to my felfe alone f 
Brother, you know my minde, 

If you will leave your dumpifh melancholy, 

And like my felfe banifh that puling humour, 

Or fatishe my expedlation, 

By telling whence your forrow doth proceed, 

I will not onely ceafe to trouble you ; 

But like a true skilfull Phyfition, 

Seeke ail good meanes for your recovery. 

Fer. Weil brother, you have much importun’d 
me. 

And for the confidence I have in you, 

That youle prove fecret, I will now unfold, 

The load of care that prefieth downe my foule : 

Know then good Franke^ love is the caufe hereof. 
Frank, How, love 1 why whafs that love % 

Ferd, A childe, a little little boy that’s blinde. 
Frank And be overcome by him 1 plagu’d by 
him ! 

Driven into dumps by him ] put downe by a boy 1 
Maller’d by love ! O, I am mad for anger : 

By a Boy i is there no rofemary and bayes in Eng- 
land 

To whip the Ape ? by a boy 1 
Ferd, I, fuch a boy as thou canfl never fee, 

And yet ere long mayll feele his tyranny ; 

Hee’s not vifibie, yet aimes at the heart, 

Woe be to thofe that feele his wounding dart ; 

And one of them I am : wounded fo deepe, 

That in my pafiion, I no meane can keepe : 

Vnhappy time, woe to that difmall houre, 

When Ipve did wound me with faire Phillis flowre : 

O PMllisi Phillis,, of flowers fweetefi flower, 

That ever garnilh’d any princely bower : 

Farewell, farewell, my woes will ne’re remove, 

Till I inioy faire Phillis for my love. Exit 
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Frank Wh^’s here ? Phillis and love : and love 
and Phillis : 

I have feene Phillis^ and have heard of love ; 

I will fee Phillis^ and will heare of love : 

But neither Phillis^ nor the power of love, 

Shall make me bond-flave to a womans becke. 

Enter Anthony, 

Who’s here, my fecond brother male-content 1 
He fland afide and note his palTions. 

Anth, O love, that I had never knowne thy 
power. 

Frank More lovers yet! what the devil is this 
love ? 

Antho, That thefe my wandring eyes had kept their 
Hay; 

That I my felfe had Hill beene like my felfe ; 

That my poore heart had never felt the wound, 

Whofe anguilh keepes me in a deadly found ; 

Oh how deluding dreames this night ore-paH, 
Drench’d my fad foule in pleafures hoting fea I 
Me thought I clafp’d my love within my armes, 

And circling her, fav’d her from threatning harmes ; 
Me thought there came an hundred in an houre 
That fought to rob me of my fweeteH flowre : 

But like a champion I did keepe her Hill 
Within this circle, free from every ill : 

But when I wak’d and mifs’d my Phillis there, 

All my fweet ioyes converted into feare, 

Frank What brother Anthony^ at prayers fo hard ? 
Tell me what faint it is thou invocateHl 
Is it a male, or female % howfoever, 

God bleHe thee brother th’art in a good mind, 

But now I remember me, thy faint is blind. 

Antho, How, blind 1 

Frank I brother, blind, I heard thee talke of 
love, 

And love is blind they fay. 
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Anfh. I would it were as blind as T^on nightj 
That love had never hit my heart fo right j 
But what is love in your opinion % 

Frank. A voluntary motion of delight, 

Touching the fuperficies of the foule \ 

A fubftance leffe divine than is the foule, 

Yet more than any other power in man, 

Is that which loves, yet neither is inforc’d, 

Nor doth inforce the heart of man to love ; 

Which motion as it unbefeemes a man, 

So by the foule and reafon which adorne, 

The life of man it is extinguiflied, 

Even at his pleafure that it doth poffeffe. 

Anth, Thus may the free-man iefl at manacles, 
The furr’d-clad citizen laugh at a florme, 

The fwarty Moore diving to gather pearle, 

Challenge the fcalding ardour of the Sunne \ 

And aged Nejlor fitting in his tent, 

May tearme wounds fport, and warre but merriment. 

Frafik. Tis true, fore God it is, and now me 
thinlcs, 

My heart begins to pitty hearts in love : 

Say once more, Antkony, tell me thy griefes, 

Let me have feeling of thy palfion, 

Poffeffe me deeply of thy melting flate, 

And thou fhalt fee. 

Antk, That thou wilt pitty me ? 

Frank, No by my troth, if every tale of love, 

Or love it felfe, or foole-bewitching beauty, 

Make me croffe-arme my felfe ; fludy ay-mees ; 

Defie my hat-band ; tread beneath my feet 
Shoo-firings and garters ; prahlife in my glaffe 
Diflreffed lookes, and dry my liver up, 

With fighes enough to win an argofie. 

If ever I turne thus fantafticail, 

Love plague me, never pitty me at all 

Enter FMUis, 

Anth. Yonder fhe comes that holds me prifoner. 
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jFmnk Vv^ln^Lt ? FhiUis^ the faire Maide of the Ex- 
change ? 

Is fhe god Cupids iudge over mens hearts ? 

Brother, ile have one venny with her tongue? 

To breathe my wit, and iefl at paffion : 

By your leave Miflreffe Flower, 

Phil, Your rude behaviour fcarce offers you wel- 
come. 

Frank, I prethee tell me Phillis^ I heare fay, 

Thou keepfl love captive in thy maiden thoughts. 

Phil, That is a thought beyond your reach to 
know. 

Frank, But lhall I know it % 

Phil, On what acquaintance? then might you 
deeme mee fond. 

If (as you fay) love be at my command, 

Frank. May not your friend command as great a 
matter ? 

Phil. lie know ,him well firfl, for that friend may 
flatter. 

Frank, Why, I hope you know me. 

Phil. That's a queflion. 

Frank. Weil, if you doe not, you fliall before I 
flirre. 

Know you yonder lumpe of melancholy, 

Yonder bundle of fighes, yonder wad of groanes ? 
The fame and I were chickens of one brood, 

And if you know him, as I am fure you doe, 

Being his brother, you needs mufl know me too. 

Phil, I partly have a gueffe of yonder Gentleman, 
His name is Mafler Goldings as I take it. 

Antho. Golding I am, and thine fweet faire I am, 
And yet not thine, but a mofl wretched man ,* 

Thou knowfl my caufe of griefe, my wound of 
woe : 

And knowing it, why wilt thou ufe me fo? 

Put falves of comfort to my griefes unrefl, 

So mayft thou heale my fore of heavinefle. 

2 
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Frank. Harke you faire maide, ^re you a Sur- 
geon ? 

I prethee give my brother Anthony 
Somewhat to heale the love-fore of his mind, 

And yet tis pitty that he fhould have helpe ; 

A man as free as aire, or the Sunnes raies, 

As boundleffe in his fundlion as the heavens, 

The male and better part of flelh and bloud, 

In whom was pour’d the quinteffence of reafon, 

To wrong the adoration of his Maker, 

By worfhipping a wanton female skirt, 

And making Love his Idol, fie dotard, fie ; 

I am afiiamde of this apoftacie : 

He talke with her to hinder his complaints. 

Philhs^ a word in private ere you goe, 

I love yee fweet. 

PML Sowre, it may be fo. 

Frank. Sowre and fweet; faith that doth fcarce 
agree. 

PML Two contraries, and fo be we. 

Frank. A plague on this courting, come, weele 
make an end. 

Phil. I am forry for it fmce you feeme my friend. 
Fra7ih I, but thou canft not weepe. 

Phil. Then had I a hard hart. 

Frank. How fay you ? come brother, now to your 
part. 

Antho. At your diredlion : no, this merry glee, 
(Good brother) fortes not with my melancholy ; 

Love covets private conference ; fo my forrow, 
Craveth your abfence which I faine would borrow. 
Fra7ik. No marvel! then we fay that love is 
blinde, 

If it flill revell in obfcurity : 

I will depart, I will not hinder love, 

He wafii my hands, farewell fweet turtle dove. Exit 
Phil. Ifaith your brother is a proper man. 

Frank Whats your will with me. 

PhtL Even what you pleafe. 
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jFrank. Dicf you not call me backe ? 

Phil. Not, to my knowledge. 

Frank. No, sbloud, fomewhat did, farewell, fare- 
well. 

Phil. He is a very proper man. 

Frank. I am in hafte, pray urge me not to flay. 
Phil. The man doth dote, pray God he hits his 
way. 

Frank. Fore God ther’s not a maide in all this 
towne, 

Should fooner winne me ; but my bufineffe calls 
me : 

Give me thy hand, next time I meet with thee, 

Leffer mtreaty fliall woe my company. 

Phil. Yfaitli, y faith ? 

Frank. Yfaith, this was the hand, what meanes 
my bloud ? 

Doe I not blufli, nor looke extreamely pale ? 

Is not my head a fire, my eyes nor heart % 

Ha, art thou here ? I feele thee love I faith : 

By this light, well Fia-faxewelh farewell. Fxil. 

AntJio. Now he is gone, and we m private talke. 
Say, wilt thou grant me love, wilt thou be mine ? 

For all the interefl in my love is thine. 

Phil. Your brother Ferdinand hath vowd as 
much : 

Nay more, he fweares what man fo ere he be, 
Prefumes to be corrivall m his love. 

He will revenge it as an injury, 

And clothe the thiefe in bafed obloquie. 

Anfho. I, is ray brother my competitor ? 

He court my love and will foiicite thee, 

Were Ferdinand himfelfe in company. 

What faifl thou to my fute % 

Phil. Time may doe much, what I intend to doe 
I meane to paufe upon. 

Ant Let it be io ; 

If that my brothers hinderance be all, 

lie have thy love though by my brothers fall Exit 
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PhiL Two brothers drown’d in I and the 
third 

For all his outward habit of negledl, 

If I iudge rightly^ if I did not dreame, 

Hath dipt his foot too in Loves fcalding fLreame. 

Well, let them plead and perifli if they will ; 

Cripple mine heart is thine and fliall be ftill. Exit^ 

Frank. I am not well, and yet I am not ill, 

I am, what am 1 1 not in love I hope ^ 

In love ? let me examine my felfe, who fliould I love ? 
who did I lafl converfe with, with Phillis \ why fhould 
I love Phillis ? is fhe faire % faith fo fo : her forehead 
is pretty, fomewhat refembling the forehead of the 
figne of the maidenhead in, &c. What’s her haire % 
faith two Bandora wiars, ther’s not the fimile : is it 
likely yet that I am in love % Whats next her cheekes 
they have a reafonable fcarlet, never a Diars daugh- 
ter in the townes goes beyond her. Well, yet I am 
not in love. Nay, ihe hath a mole in her cheeke too : 
Ve7iusmQ\& was not more naturall ; but what of thatl 
I am Adonis, and will not love. Good Venus pardon 
me, Let us defcend : her chinne, O Hellen, Hellen, 
where’s your dimple Hellen 'I it was your dimple that 
bewitcht Paris, and without your dimple I will not 
love you Hellen, No, yet I am fafe. Her hand, 
lets handle that, I faw her hand, and it was lilly white, 
I toucht her palme, and it was foft and fmooth : and 
then, what then % her hand did then bewitch me, I 
diall bee in love now out of hand. In love ? fhall I 
that ever yet have prophan’d love, now fall to worfhip 
him % Shall I that have ieafled at lovers fighes now 
raife whirle-windes 1 Shall I that have fiowted ay- 
mees once a quarter, now pradtife ay-mees every 
minute? fliall I defie hat-bands, and tread garters 
and fhoo-flrings under my feet? fliall I fall to fall- 
ing bands fand bee' a ruffin no longer ? I muft ; 
I am now liege man' to Cupid, and have read all 
thefe informations in his booke of flatutes, the firft 
chapter, page millefimo mm, therefore, hat-band 
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avaunt, ruffe regard your felfe, garters adue, flioo- 
ilrings fo and fo ; I am a poor enamorate, and en- 
forc’d with the Poet to fay, Love orecomes all, and 
I that love obey. Exit, 


Enter M. Flower, 

Flow, Now afore God a very good conceit, 

But too much fleepe hath overtaken me, 

The night hath plaid the fwift-foot ranne-away : 

A good conceit, a very good conceit, 

What Fiddle^ arife Fiddle^ Fiddle I fay ; 

Enter Fiddle, 

Fid. Here’s a hdling indeed, I thinke your tongue 
be made of nothing but fiddle firings, I hope the fid- 
dle niufl have ' fome refl as well as the fiddle-flicke : 
well Crowde, what fay you to Fiddle now ? 

Flower. Fiddle.^ it is a very good conceit 

Fid. It is indeed, Maher. 

Flow. What doh thou meane ? 

Fid. To goe to bed againe Sir. 

Flow. No, Fiddle^ that were no good conceit 
Fiddle. 

Fid. What a fiddling doe you keepe, are not you 
afhamde to make fuch inuficke ? I hope hr, you will 
chrihen me anew hiortly, for you have fo worne this 
name, that ne’re a wench in all the towne but will 
fcorne to dance after my fiddle. 

Flow. Well Fiddle, thou art an honeh fellow. 

Fid. Thats more than you know Maher- 

Flow. lie fweare for thee Fiddle. 

Fid. Youle be damn’d then, Maher. 

Flow. I love thee Fiddle. 

Fid. I had rather your daughter lov’d me. 

Flow. Tis a rare conceit yfait'h. 

Fid. I hold with you Mailer, if my young mif- 
treffe would like fo well of my muficke, that hie would 
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dance after no bodies inflrument but ifiine. 

Flow. No Fiddle., that were no good conceit 

Fid. A fliame on you, I thought you would not 
heare on that fide. 

Flow. Fiddle^ thou toldfL me, M. Golding was in 
love with my daughter. 

Fid. True, Mafler : therein you fay "well 

Flow. And hee intreates me to meet him at the 
flarre in cheapfide to talke concerning the match. 

Fid. True fLill mafler. 

Flow. And 1 have fent for my neighbour M. Berry 
to beare me company. 

Fiddle. True, all this is mofl naturall truth. 

Flow. And now Fiddle., I am going on my way. 

Fid. Nay, thats a lie, that hath marr’d all, was 
your conceit fo tyred you could tell troth no longer ? 

Flow. Why Fiddle., are we not going ? 

Fid. N 0 indeed fir, we are not, we Hand flill, your 
conceit faild in that. 

Flow. Fore God tis true, I am not ready yet : 
what’s he *2 


Enter BolMngton, 

Boh. By your leave fir, I would crave a word in 
fecret fir. 

Flow. At your pleafure, heres none but my man 
Fiddle. 

Fid. I fir, mailer Fiddle is my name, fir Laurence 
Syro was my Father. 

Bob. Sir, this is my bufmeffe, my name is Backet ; 
I have a fliip of my owne upon the river. 

Flow. By your leave fir, captain e Racket is your 
name. 

Bob. Some call me fo indeed fir. 

Flow. It is a good conceit, I pray proceede. 

Bob. Sir, I am no?v bound to fea, and wanting fome 
mony for the better furmfhing of ray wants. 

Flow. O, you would borrow mony of me. 
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Bob. Thats Iny fuite indeed. 

Flow. Thats no good conceit 
Bob. Na, heare me fir : if you will fupply me 
with ten pound till myreturne ixom Barb ary ^ I will 
leave in your hands a diamond of greater value then 
the mony. 

Flow. A Diamond, is it a Diamond or but a coun- 
terfet ? Fiddle^ my fpedlacles. 

Bob. Tis right, I affure you fir. 

Flow. Then it is a good conceit : my fpedlacles. 

Fid. Here fir. 

Flow. Where fir ? 

Fid. You cannot fee mafler, but I can. 

Fow. O tis good, it is a good conceit : well 
fir, ten pound ; 

You are content if at three monthes end, 

You bring me not ten pound in Englifh coine, 

This diamond fhall be my proper owne. 

Bob. I am fir, fhall I receive the money now ? 
Flow. I, here it is, and ’tis a good conceit. 

Will you come neere fir ? Fiddle^ make him drinke. 

Fiddle. Will you appoach cavaliero, if I fpeake 
not in feafon, ’tis becaufe I was never in the fait coun- 
try, where you Sea Captaines life to march. 

Bob. You are very eloquent fir, ile follow you. 
Fiddle. Let me alone then for leading my men. 

Exeunt Bobbington and Fiddle. 
Flow. A diamond worth forty for ten pound, 

If he return e not fafe from Barbary, 

*Tis good, a very good conceit 

Enter M. Berry. 

Berry. By your leave Mafler Flower. 

Flow. Welcome good Mafler Berry, I was bold to 
intreate your company to fpeake with a friend of 
mine, 

It is fome trouble, but the conceit is good. 

Berry* No trouble at all fir, fhall we be going I 
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Flow, With all my heart fir, and af we goe, 

He tell you my conceit, come Mafler Berry. Exeunt, 

Enter at one dore Crid>ple^ at the other Bowdler, 

Bowd, Well met my deere bundle of rew, well 
met 

Crip. As much to thee my humorous bloffome. 

Bowd. A plague on thee for a dog, have I found 
thee 1 I hate thee not, and yet by this hand I could 
finde in ray heart : but firra Crutch, I was encountred. 

Crip. Who became your bade ? 

Flow. Ye filthy dog, I was encountred by a 
wench I fay. 

Crip. In a wenches counter ! I thought no 
lefle : what firra didfi thou lie m the Knights ward, 
or on the Maflers fide ^ 

Bow, Neither, neither yfaith. 

Crip. Where then, in the Hole 1 

Bow. By this hand Cripple ile bombafle thee ! 

Crip. My crutch you meane for wearing out my 
clothes. 

Bow, Thy nofe dogge, thy nofe, a plague on thee, 
I care not for thee, and yet I cannot choofe but love 
thee. 

Sirra, Mall Berry was heere about worke thou haft 
of hers, hadfl thou been here to have heard, how I 
fpurred the wench with incantations, thou wouldfl have 
given me the praife for a jeafier. 

Crip. True, Mafler Bowdler.^ I yeeld it you, I hold 
you for the abfoiuffl jefler; O miflake me not, I 
meane, to jefl upon a jugling gull, a profound feeing 
man of fhallow wit, that Europe, nay the world I 
thinke affords. 

Bow. Well, thou art a Jew firra, lie cut out that 
venomous tongue of thine, one of thefe dayes. 

Crip. Doe it in time, or ile crufii the heart of thy 
wit till I have ftrain'd forth thy infedlious humour to 
a drop yfaith. 
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Enter Mall Berry, 

Boiu. Heere comes my amorous veffell, ile boord 
her yfaith : Well encountred how dofL thou 

wench, how dofL thou *1 

Mali, What’s that to you Sir ^ 

Bow, Why I aske thee in kmdnelie. 

Mall, Why then, in kindneffe, you are a foole for 
asking. 

Bow, Is the foole your livery % 

Mall, Not fo, for then you wearing that livery, 
would terme your felfe my foole. 

Bow, Meaning me 1 you gull me not, if you doe. 

Mall, What then ? 

Bow, O vile ! I would take you downe. 

Mall, Alas ! it wants wit, thy wit is too narrow. 

Bow, lie flretch my wit, but I will take you 
downe. 

Mall, How, upon the tenters 1 indeed if the whole 
peece were fo flretcht, and very well beaten with a 
yard of reformation, no doubt it would grow to a 
goodly breadth. 

Bow, By this hand. 

Mall, Away you affe, hinder not my bufmeffe. 

Crip, Finely put off wench yfaith. 

Mall, By your leave Mafler Drawer. 

Crip, Welcome Miftris Berry., I have beene mind- 
full of your worke. 

Mall, Is it done ? 

Crip, Yes, and heere it is. 

Mall, Heere is your money. 

Cripple, ere long ile vifit thee againe, 

I have fome ruffes and flomachers to draw. 

Crip, At your pleafure. 

Bow, By thy leave Mall, a word. 

MaL Away you bundle of nothing, away. 

Exit Mall, 

Crip, Shee hath a wit as fharpe as her needle. 
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Bow. Alas, my felfe have beenfe her whetflone 
with my conference in th’ Exchange any time thefe 
many yeeres. 

Crip. In th’ Exchange ! I have walk’d with thee 
there, before the vifitation of my legs, and my ex* 
pence in timber, at the leafL a hundred times, and 
never heard thee fpeak to a wench. 

Bow. That’s a he, thou wert by, when I bought 
thefe gloves of a wench. 

Crip. That’s true, they coll thee an Englifh fliil- 
ling at a word, marry it followes in the text, that 
your fliilling prov’d but a harper, and thou wert 
fhamefully arraign’d for it. 

Bow. Good, but I excuf ’d my felfe. 

Crip. True, that thou thoughtfl it had bin a 
fhilling, marry thou hadfl never an other, nor fo much 
as a fliilling more to change it Thou taike in th’ 
Exchange % 

Bow. Indeed my beft gift is in the morning when 
the maids vifit my chamber, with fuch neceffaries as I 
ufually buy of them. 

Crip. O thou art one of thofe, that if an honefl 
Maid be fent to thy chamber with her Miflris goods, 
and returne as honefl and chad as the Moone : 
Sirra, you are one of thofe that will flaunder the 
poore wenches, by fpeaking liberally of their prone- 
neffe to love; and withall, bragge how cheape you 
have bought their ware metaphorically, when indeed 
they depart as honefl as they came thither, and 
leave you all the day after to figh at the fight of 
an ill bargaine. 

Bow. When wilt thou call off this ferpents tonge 
of thine? 

Crip^ When wilt thou fpit out this anticke garment 
of oflentation 1 doe it, doe it, or by the Lord I will 
impreffe thy vanities, and fo anotomize the very bowels 
of thy abfurdities, that all the world fhall take notice 
of thee for a foole, and fliunne thee as the pox or the 
peflilence. 
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Enter Barnard. 

Barn. Newes, newes, newes. 

Bowd. Sweet rogue, what’s the matter ? 

Ba?'7i. By Jefu the rarell dauncing in Chriflen- 
dome. 

Bowd. Sweet rafcall, where? O doe’ not kill my 
foule 

With fuch delaies, tell me kind rogue, 0 tell me where 
it is. 

Bar. At a wedding in Gracious flreet 
Bowd. Come, come away, I long to fee the man 
In dauncing art that does more than I can. 

. Bar. Than you fir 1 he lives not 
Bowd. Why I underfland thee fo. 

Bar, You onely excepted, the world befides 
Cannot afford more exquifite dauncers, 

Than are now capring m the bridale houfe. 

Bow. 1 will behold them, come crutch, thou flialt 
with us. 

Crt^ Not I. 

Bow. Downe dogge, ile have thy company. 

Crip. I have bufmeffe. 

Bow, By this hand thou fhalt goe with us. 

Crip. By this legge I will not. 

Bow. A lame oathe, never (land to that. 

C^dp. By this crutch but I will. 

Bar. Come, you loofe time, fupper is done long 
fmce, 

And they are now a dauncing. 

E7iter Majier Berry and Fiddle. 

Ber. Stay Fiddle with thy torch, Gentlemen, good 
eeven. 

Barn. Mafler Bif'ry ! 

Bow. Mafler Berry, I with you well fir : Mafler 
Fiddle I am yours for a congee. 
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Fiddle, After the French falutaticJii 1 am yours for 
the like curtefie. 

Berry. Maher Barnard, to morrow is your day 
Of payment fir, I meane the hundred pound, 

For which I have your bond, I know his fure, 

You will not breake an houre ; then if you pleafe 
To come to dinner fir, you lhall be welcome. 

Bar, Sir, I did meane to vifit you at home, 

Not to pay downe the money, but mtreate 
Two monthes forbearance. 

Be7\ How 1 forbeare my money % 

Your reafon, why I fhould forbeare my owne 1 
Bar 71, You know at firh the debt was none of 
mine, 

I was a furety, not the principall : 

Befides, the money that was borrowed 
Mifcarried in the venture ; my friend died. 

And once already have you prifoned me 
To my great charge, almofb my overthrow, 

And fomewhat raifde the debt by that advantage : 
Thefe things confidered, you may well forbeare 
For two monthes fpace, fo fmall a furn as this. 

Ber. How 1 I may forbeare ; Sir, I have need of 
money : 

I may indeed fit monileffe at home, 

And let you walke abroad fpending of my coine. 

This I may doe, but fir you know my mind, 

If you 'do breake your day, affure your felfe, 

That I will take the forfeit of your bond. 

Crip, The forfeit of his bond ! 

Ber, I fir, the forfeit ; his no charity 
To favour you that live like libertines : 

Heer’s a Crew 1 
All. A Crew ; what Crew 1 
Ber, A crew of unthrifts, careleffe diffolutes, 
Licentious prodigals, vilde taverne-tracers. 

Night watching money-waflers, what fliould I call 
yee ? 

O, I want words for to define you rightly ; 
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But this I know^London ne’re follred fuch 
As Barnard, Bowdler, and this paltry crutch. 

Crip, And you want words firra, lie teach thee 
words. 

Thou fhouldfl have come to every one of us 
As thus : thou wretch, thou mifer, thou vilde Have 
And drudge to money, bondman to thy wealth, 
Apprentice to a penny, thou that hourds up 
The frie of filver pence and half-penies, 

With fiiew of charity to give the poore, 

But putfl them to increafe, where in fhort time 
They grow a childs part, or a daughters portion. 

Thou that mventfl new claufes for a bond 
To coufin fimple plaineneffe : O not a Dragon, 

No, nor the divels fangs are halfe fo crueli 
As are thy clawes : thus, tlius, thou fliouldft have 
railde : 

The foifeit of his bond, 0 I could fpit 
My heart into his face ; thou bloud-hound that doll 
hunt 

The deere, deere life of noble Gentry. 

Ber, Cripple, ’tis knowne I am an honefl man ; 
But for thy words, Barnard fhall fare the worfe : 

As for thy felfe. 

Fid. Who, he fir 1 never regard him, I know the 
vildefl thing by him, O tis abhominable 1 

Ber. Doll thou fo Fiddle^ fpeake ; hold, take thou 
that, fpeake of his lliame, fpeake freely, ile protedl 
thee. 

Fid. I tell you fir, ’twill make your haire to Hand 
on end, as ftiffe as a Rubbing-brulh, to heare his vil- 
lanies. 

Whaf s this you have given me ? 

Ber. A fhiliing Fiddle. 

Fid. Have you any skill in Arithmeticke ? 

Ber, Why dofl thou aske % 

Fid. Sir, I would have you to multiply ; could you 
not make this one fiiilling two or three 1 I would not 
be knowne to beg, but if out of your cunning you can 
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doe this tricke of multiplication, Ifiliall fpeake the 
better. 

Ber, O, tiler’s another Ihilling for thee, now let 
me heare what villanies thou canfl charge the Cripple 
with. 

Fid. So, fir, this is multiplication, now fir, if you 
know the Rule of addition you are an excellent 
Scholler : can you not adde % 

Ber. What doll thou meane ? 

Fid. An other Ihilling fir. 

Ber. There is another fhilling, now Fiddle fpeake. 

Fid. Why then attend you Hilles and Dales, and 
flones fo quicke of hearing, this Cripple is. 

All. What is he villaine % 

Fid. An honefl man, as any is in all the towne. 

Ber. An honefl man ! 

Fid. I by this filver, and as good a fellow as ever 
went upon foure legges, if you would multiply till 
midnight, I would never fpeake otherwife. 

Ber. Fiddle., thou art a knave, and fo is he : 

Come let us home ; Barnard^ looke to thy bond, 

If thou breake thy day, I doe proteft, 

By yon chafle Moone. 

Fid. The chafle Moone, why? the Moone is not 
chafte. 

Ber. How prou’ft thou that ? 

Fid. Why fir, ther’s a man in the middle of her, 
how can fhe be chafle then ? 

Ber. Then by my life I fweare, ile clap him up 
Where he fliall fee neither Sunne nor Moone, 

Till 1 be fatisfied the utmofl penny. 

And fo fare-well. Exit. 

Fid. Gallants good-night ; if time and place were 
in profperity, I were yours for an houres fociety, I 
muft after yon mulberry with my torch : adue deare 
hearts, adue. Exit. 

Bowd. Come Barnard^ lets to the dancing, lets 
tickle it to night 

For to morrow thy heeles may be too heavie. 
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Bar, All’s o%e ; my heart lhall be as light as fire. 
Come, fhall we goe 1 

BoivcL Cripple will you along ? 

Crip, My bufmeffe flaies me heere. 

Bowd, Farewell then dogge of Ifrael, farewell 

Exeunt 

Crip, Al’s one, my heart fiiall be as light as 
fire : 

Sblood, were I indebted a hundred pound, 

My fortune faild, and fled as Bamiards are, 

Not worth a hundred pence as Barnards is : 

I fliould be now devifmg fentences 
And Caveats, for pofteritie to carve 
Vpon the infide of the Counter wall : 

Tjherefore ile now turne provident ; iie to my fhop 
And fall to worke. 


Enter Phillis, 

Phil. Yonder’s his fliop, O now you gods above 
Pittie poore Phillis heart, that melts m love ; 

Inftrudt the Cripple to finde out my love, 

Which I will fliadow under the conceit 
Of my invention for this piece of worke ; 

O teach him how to yeeld me love againe, 

A little little love, a dramme of kind afifedion, 

His many vertues are my true diredlion : 

By your leave M. Drawer. 

Crip, Welcome Miflrefle Flower^ what’s your 
pleafure % 

Phil My caufe of comming is not unknowne to 
you, 

Here is befpoken worke which mufl needs be 

WTOUght 

With expedition, I pray have care of it ; 

The refidue I referre to your diredtion : 

Oneiy this handkercher, a young Gentlewoman, 
Wifli’d me acquaint you with her mind herein : 

In one corner of the fame, place wanton love, 
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Drawing his bow fliooting an amoroif^S dart, 

Oppofite againfl him an arrow in a heart, 

In a third corner, pidlure forth difdaine, 

A cruell fate unto a loving vaine : 

In the fourth draw a fprmging Laurell-tree, 

Circled about with a ring of poefie : and thus it is : 

Love wounds the hea^d^ and conqtcers fell difdaine j 
Love Littles love, feeing true love m paine : 

Love feeing Love, how faithfull Love did breath. 

At length inipald Love with a Laurell wreath. 

Thus you have heard the Gentle-woman’s mind, 

I pray be carefull that it be well done : 

And fo I leave you, more I faine would fay, 

But fhame forbids, and cals me hence away. Exit 
Crip. Sweet faire, I pitty, yet no reliefe 
Harbors within the clofet of my foule. 

This Phillis beares me true aifedlion, 

But I detefl the humour of fond love : 

Yet am I hourely folicited, 

As now you fee, and faine fhe would make knowne 
The true perplexion of her wounded heart : 

But modefly checking her forwardneffe 
Bids her be flill ; yet the in fimilies 
And love-comparifons, like a good Scholler 
By figures make a demonflration 
Of the true love enclofed in her heart. 

I know it well, yet will not tell her fo, 

Fancie fliall never marry me to woe ; 

Take this of me, a yong man’s never mard, 

Till he by marriage from all joy be bar’d. Exit. 

Enter Franke finging. 

Frank. Ye gods of Love that ft above, and pitty Lovers 
paine, 

Looke from your thrones upon the moms, that 
I do now fuftaim. 
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Was ever man t%s tormented with love I 

Song, Ye liitle birds that fit and fing 
Amidji the Jkady vaiteyes, 

And fee how Phillis fweetly walkes 
Within her Gardeji alley es ; 

Goe fretty birds about her bowre, 

Sing pretty birds Jhe may not lowre^ 

Ah me^ me thinkes I fee her frowne^ 

Ye pretty wantons warble. 

Goe tell her through your chirpmg bils^ 

As you by me are bidden^ 

To her is onely knowne my love^ 

Which from the world is hidden \ 

Goe pretty birds and tell her fo, 

See that your notes flraine not too low^ 
For Jiill me thinkes I fee her frowne^ 

Ye pretty wantons warble. 

Goe tune your voices harmony^ 

And fmg I am her Lover ; 

Straine lowde and fweet, that every note., 
With fweet content may move her : 

And fhe that hath the fweeteft voyce, 

Tell her I will not change my choyce, 

Yet fiill me thinkes I fee her frowne, 

Ye pretty wantons warble. 

O fly., make hajle, fee.,fee^ flu falles 
Into a pretty flumber^ 

Sing round about her rofie bed 
Thai waking fhe may wonder^ 

Say to her^ tis her lover true. 

That fendeth love to you, to you > 

And when you heare her kind r^ly, 
Miturne with pleafant warblings. 

Avaunt delufion, thoughts cannot winne my love ; 
Love, though divine, cannot divine my thoughts : 
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Why to the aire then doe I idle her^ 

Such heedleffe words farre otF, and ne’re the neere ; 
Hie thee yong Franke^ to her that keepes thy heart. 
There let fweet words, thy fweeter thoughts impart. 
But flay ; here comes my melancholly brothers both 
He ftep afide, and heare their conference. Fxif afide. 

Antk What? is my brother Ferdinand fo neere? 
He is my elder, I mufl needes give place ; 

Anthony i {land by, and lift what he doth fay, 

Halle calles me hence, yet I will brooke delay. 

Ferd, Shall I exclaime ’gainft fortune and milhap, 
Or raile on Nature who firft framed me ? 

Is it hard chance that keepes me from my love ? 

Or is this heape of loath’d deformity, 

The caufe that breeds a blemilh in her eye ? 

I know not what to thinke, or what to fay, 

Onely one comfort yet I have in ftore, 

Which I will pradlife, though I ne’re try more. 

Antk Oh, for to heare that comfort I doe long, 
He turne it to a ftraine to right my wrong. 

Ferd. I have a brother rivall in my love ; 

I have a brother hates me for my love ; 

I have a brother vowes to winne my love ; 

That brother too, he hath incen’ft my love 
To gaine the beauty of my deareft love ; 

What hope remames then to enjoy my love ? 

Antk I am that brother rival! in his love, 

I am that brother hates him for his love ; 

Not his but mine, and I will have that love, 

Or never live to fee him kiffe my love ; 

What thou -er’ft faid, I am that man alone, 

That will depofe your brother from loves throne ; 

I am that man, though you my elder be. 

That will afpire beyond you one degree. 

Ferd, I have no meanes of private conference, 
So narrowly purfues my hinderer, 

No fooner am I entred the fweet court 
Of lovely reft, my loves rich manfion, 

But rivall love to my affedlion 
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Followes me, as aisfoone enforced flraw, 

The drawing vertue of a fable jeat : 

This therefore’ s my determination, 

Within the clofe wombe of a fealed paper, 

Will I write downe in bloody Characfters, 

The burning zeale of my affection : 

And by fome trufly meffenger or other, 

Convey the fame into my loves owne hand ; 

So fliall I know her refolution, 

And how die fancies my affedlion. 

Anth, Yet fubtill Fox, I may perchance to croffe 
you: 

Brother, well met : whither away fo fall % 

Ferd. About affaires that doe require fome hafle. 
Aiith. ’Tis well done brother, you feeke flili for 
game, 

Ferd. But you would reape the harvefl of my 
paine : 

Farewell good brother, I muft needs be gone, 

I have ferious bufmeffe now to thinke upon : 

Yet for I feare my brother Anthony, 

He flep afide, and fland a while unfeene, 

I may perchance difcry which way he goes ; 

Thus policie mufl worke twixt friends and foes. Afide, 
Anth, So, he is gone, I fcarcely trufl him neither ; 
For ’tis his cuflome, like a fneaking foole, 

To fetch a compaffe of a mile about, 

And creepe where he would be ; well, let him paffe, 

I heard him fay, that fmce by word of mouth 
He could not purchafe his fweet Miflreffe favour, 

He would endeavour what his wit might doe 
By writing, and by tokens ; O ’tis good 
Writing with inke ; O no, but with his blood. 

Well, fo much for that, now I know his minde 
I doe intend not to be farre behind : 

Heel fend a letter, I "will write another, 

Doe what you can, ile be before you brother ; 
lie intercept his letter by the way. 

And as time ferves, the fame I \^1 bewray : 

D 2 
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Mine being made, a porter ile procure, 

That fhall convey that heart-inticing lure ; 

About it then, my letter fhall be writ, 

Though not with blood, yet with a reaching wit. 

Ferd. And fhall it fo, good brother Anthony ? 
Were you fo neere when we in fecret talldd 1 
Wilt ne’re be otherwife ? will you dog me flill ? 

Enter Franke. 

Welcome fweet Fra7ike ; fuch newes I have to telb 
As cannot chufe but like thee pafTing well : 

Thou knowft my love to Phillis t 
Frank. Brother, fay on. 

Ferd. Thou likewife art acquainted with my rivalJ, 
And I doe build upon your fecrecy. 

Frank. Sblood, and I thought you did not, Ide 
retire : 

Brother you know, I love you as my life. 

Ferd. I dare profeffe as much, and thereupon 
Make bold to crave thy furtherance, in a thing 
Concernes me much. 

Frank. Out 'with it brother \ 

If I flirinke backe, repofe trufl in fome other. 

Ferd. Then thus it is ; my brother all in hafle 
Is gone, to write a letter to my love, 

And thinkes thereby to croffe me in my fuite, 

Sending it by a porter to her hand ; 

If ever therefore thou wilt aid thy brother, 

Helpe me in this, who feekes helpe from no other. 
Frank. By the red lippe of that dainty faint, ile 
aid thee all I may. 

Ferd. It is enough ; then brother ile provide 
A porters habit, alike in every point, 

Will you but fo much humble your eftate, 

To put your felfe in that fo bafe attire, 

And like fo meane a perfon waite his comming, 

About his doore which will not be o’re long, 

Thou fhalt for ever bind me to thy love. 

Frank. Brother, 'tis a bafe taske, by this light, 
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But to procure a ftrther force of love, 

He doo’t, yfaith I will fweet Ferdmand^ 

About it then, provide thee fome difguife, 

But fee you Hay not long in any wife, 

Heere Ihail you finde me, goe, difpatch. 

Ferd. For this ile love thee everlaflingly. 

Frank. Meane time ile croffe your love and if I 
can 

Heer’s no villany twixt us three brothers : 

My brother Ferdinand, he would have the wench, 

And Antkony he hopes to have her too : 

Then what may I ? Faith hope well, as they doe. 
Neither of them know that I love the Maide ; 

Yet by this hand I am halfe mad for love. 

I know not well what love is, but His fure, 

lie die if I have her not, therefore 

Good brothers mine beguile you one another. 

Till you be both guFd by your younger brother. 

Enter Ferdinand. 

Here is a porters habite, on with it brother. 

Frank. Your hand then brother, for to put it on. 
So now His well, come brother what’s my taske ^ 

Ferd. This firft, that thou make haft to A^it/wnies, 
Aske for a burden and thou lhalt be fure 
To have his letter to my deare love Phillis, 

Deliver it not, but keepe it to thy felfe, 

Till thou hafl given this paper to her hands. 

Whofe lines doe intimate my chafle defires : 

This is the fumme of all, good Franks, make hafle, 
Love burnes in me, and I in love doe walle. Exit. 

Frank. Wafle Hill, but let me in my love increafe. 
Now would not all the world take me for a porter? 
How Hrangely am I metamorphofed ? 

And yet I need not be afbamed neither, 
love when his iove-fcapes he attempted ever 
Transform’d himfelfe, yet ever fped in love, 

Why may not I then in this Hrange difguife ? 
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This habit may prove mighty in loves power, 

As beah, or bird, bull, fwanne, or golden fliowre. 

Efiter Anthony, 

Anth, Within the centre of this paper fquare, 
Have I wrote downe in bloudy charadlers, 

A pretty poefie of a wounded heart, 

Such is loves force once burft into a flame, 

Doe what we can, we cannot quench the Ikme, 
Vnleffe the teares of pitty move compaflion, 

And fo quench out the fire of affedlion, 

Whole burning force heates me in every vaine, 

■ That I to Love for fafety mull complaine : 

This is my Orator whofe dulcet tongue 
Mull plead my love to beautious Phillis, 

Now for a trufty meffenger to be 
Imploy’d herein betwixt my love and me. 

And in good time I fee a porter nie, 

Come hither fellow, dweM thou here about ? 

Prmih Sir, my abiding is not far from hence 
And trufly John men call me for my Name. 

Anth. Canft thou be trufly then, and fecret too, 
Being imploy’d in weighty bufmeffe ? 

Prazik. Sir, I was never yet difprov’d in either. 

Anth, Then marke me well, in Comhill by th’ 
Exchange, 

Dwells an old Marchant, Flower they call his name, 
He hath one onely daughter, to whofe hands, 

If thou conveniently can'll give this letter, 
lie pay thee well, make thee the happiefl porter 
That ever undertooke fuch bufmeffe. 

Frank. Sir, give me your letter, if I doe it not, 
Then let your promis’d favour be forgot 

Anth. Anthony Goldmg is my name, my friend, 
About it then, thy meffage being done, 

Make liafle to me againe, till when, I leave thee. 

Frank. And fo fare thee well loving brother, 

It had beene better you had fent fome other. 
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Let me confider what is bell be done, 

Shall I deliver his letter 1 No : 

Shall I convey it to my rivall brother ? Not fo ; 
Shall I teare the fame'^ No not for a million : 
What fhall I then doe ? marry like a kind brother, 
Open the booke, fee what is written there, 

If nought but love, in love have thou a fliare. 
Brother, by your leave I hope youl not deny, 

But that I love you : God bleffe my eye-fight, 

A Sonnet ’tis in verfe, now on my life 
He hath perus’d all the impreflions 
Of Sonnets fmce the fall of Lucifer, 

And made fome fcuiwy quaint colledlion 
Of fuflian plirafes, and uplandifli words. 


A Letter. 

F Aire glory of vertue, thy enamorate 
Pleades loyally in pure affedlion, 

Whofe paffionate Love doe thou exonerate, 

And he fhall live by thy protection ; 

Nor from thy love fliall he once derogate, 

For any foule under this horizon, 

Yeeld thou to love, and I will faile in neither, 

So love and truth fliall alwayes live together. 

Yours deiwtedy Anthony Golding. 

Before God, excellent good Poetry, 

Sbloud what meanes he by this line ? 

For any foule under this horizon I 

No matter for this meaning, meane what he will, 

I meane his meaning fliall not be delivered, 

But for my other trafl my other letter, 

That fliall come fhort too of faire Phillis hands, 
There is a Cripple dwelling here at hand. 

That’s very well acquainted with the Maide, 

And for I once did refcue them from thieves, 

Swore, if he lin’d, he would requite that kindneffe, 
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To him I will for counfell ; he lliall !5'e, 

My tutor by his wit and policie. 

Eiiter Boy in a Shop^ aiUing up Jquare parchments^ 
to him eiiter Phillis, 

Phil Why, how now firra, can you hnde nought to 
doe, 

But wafle the parchment in this idle fort ? 

Boy, I doe but what my Miflris gave in charge. 
PhiL Your Miflris ! in good time : then fir, it 
feeraes 

Your duty cannot fLoope but to her lewre : 

Sir, I will make you know, that in her abfence 
You fhall account to my demand, your Miflris 
And your Miflris will is thus, and thus youl doe : 

But anfwer to the motion I have made, 

Or you fhall feele you have another Miflris now : 
Speake, why then I fay ? 

Boy, Indeed I know your glory, 

Your pride’s at full in this authority : 

But, were it not for modefl bafhfulneffe, 

And that I dread a bafe contentious name, 

I would not be a by-word to th’ Exchange, 

For every one to fay (my felfe going by) 

Yon goes a vaffall to authority. 

PhiL You would not fir ; had I the yeard in 
hand, 

Ide meafure your pate for this delufion. 

And by my maiden chaftity I fweare, 

Vnleffe She reaches for the year and the hoy Jlayes 

her hand^ 

Boy. What unleffe % I know your wilfulnefTe, 
Thefe words are but to fhew the world your humour : 
I often ufe to fquare thefe parchment pieces 
Without occafion : I’m fure you are not writing, 

The Lawnes you late bought of Mafler Brookes^ 

Are new come home, brought by the Merchants fet- 
vant : 
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I know you are jfhort membred, but not fo ffiort 
Of your remembranccj that this is newes to you. 

Phil, Y’are beft to ‘ brave me in a taunting 
humour. 

Wilt pleafe you ope the doore 2 where's Vrfula ? 

Oh here’s good fluffe, my backe’s no foonef turn'd 
But fhe mull needs be gadding, and where I pray ? 
Boy, Shees gone to M. Pabners on th’ other fide. 
PhiL On great occafions, fir, I doubt it not 

• Sit aiid worke in the Jhop, 

Enter M Richard Gardiner booted^ a?id M, Wil- 
liam Befinet,^ two Gentlemen^ at one end of the 
Jlage, 

Ben, Kinde Dicke^ thou wilt not be unmindfull of 
my duty 

To that fame -worthy Arts-mafter, Lyonell Barnes, 
Gard, Thy love, fweet Will^ hath chain’d it to my 
memory. 

Ben. Then with this .kinde imbrace I take my 
leave, 

Wiihing thou wert as fafe arriv’d at Cambridge^ 

As thou art at thisprefent neere the Exchange, 

Gard. And well remembred, kind Will BciPiet, 
Others affaires made me oblivious 
Of mine owne ; I pray thee goe to the Exchange, 

I have certame bands, and other linnen to buy, 
Prethee accompany me. 

Ben, With all my heart. 

Gai^d, Sure, this is a beauteous gallant walke ; 
Were my continual! refidence in London, 

I fliould make much ufe of fuch a pleafure t 
Me thinkes the glorious virgins of this fquate 
Gives life to dead flrucke youth ; Oh heavens I 
Ben. Why, how nowi7/^^«f1 
Gard. By my fweet hopes of an hereafter blifle, 

I never faw a fairer face than this ; 
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0 for acquaintance with fo rich a beaFty. 

Ben. Take thy occafion, never hadll thou better. 
Gard. Have at her then. 

FkiL What lacke you Gentlemen 1 
Gard. Fayth nothing, had I thee. 

For in thine eyes, all my defires I fee, 

Phil My Ihop you meane fir, there you may have 
choice 

Of Lawnes or Cambricks, Ruffes well wrought, 
Shirts, 

Fine falling bands, of the Italian cut-worke, 

Ruffes for your hands, wafl-cotes wrought with filke, 
Night-caps of gold, or fuch like wearing linnen, 

Fit for the Chap-man of what e’re degree. 

Gard. Faith virgin, in my dayes, I have woine and 
out-worn much. 

Yea, many of thefe golden neceflaries ; 

But fuch a gallant beauty, or fuch forme 

1 never faw, nor never wore the like : 

Faith be not then unkinde, but let me weare 
This fhape of thine, although I buy it deare. 

Phil. What, hath the Tailor plaid his part fo well, 
That with my gowne you are fo farre in love ? 

Gard. Miflake not fweet, your garment is the 
cover, 

That vailes the fhape and pleafures of a lover. 

Phil. That argues then, you doe not fee my 
fhape, 

How comes it then you are in love with it % 

Gard. A Garment made by cunning Artf-mens- 
skill, 

Hides all defe<5ls that Natures fwarving hand 
Hath done amiffe, and makes the fhape feeme pure ; 
If then it grace fuch lame deformity, 

It addes a greater grace to purity. 

Phil. Oh fhort liv’d praife 1 even now I was as 
faire 

As any thing ; now fouler nothing. 
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Diflembling mea, what maide will credit them ? 

Gard. How, mif-conflru6lion leades your thoughts 
awry. 

Ben, I prethee Dicke adone : thinke on thy jour- 
ney. 

PhiL You counfell well fir, I thinke the Gentle- 
man 

Comes but to whet his wit, and his but need ; 

’Tis blunt enough, he may nde farre upon’t. 

Gard. Mary gip Minx. 

Phil. A fine word in a Gentlemans mouth ; 

’Twere good your backe were towards me, 

There can I reade better content, then in the face of 
luft. 

Gard, Now you difplay your vertues, as they are. 
PhiL What am I, you Cipher, parentliefis of 
words, 

Stall-troubler, prater, what fit I here for nought ? 
Beflow your luflfull court-fhips on your minions, 

This place holds none ; you and your companion, 

Get you downe the flaires, or I proteft 
He make this fquared walke to hot for you. 

Had you beene as you feem’d in out-ward fhew, 
Honefl Gentlemen, fuch termes of vilde abufe 
Had not beene proffred to virginity ; 

But Swaines will quickly iliew their bafe defcent. 

Gard. This is no place for brawles, but if it 
were. 

Your impofitipns are more than I would beare. 

Ben. Come, fhee’s a woman, I prethee leave 
her. Exeunt Gard, a?id Bejt, 

PhiL Nay, fure a maid, unlefle her thoughts de- 
ceive her. 

God fpeed you well : firra boy. 

Boy, Anon. 

PhiL Goe to the Starchers for the fuite of ruffes, 
For M. Bowdlers bands, and M. Goldings fhirts, 

Lets have a care to pleafe our proved friends : 

As for our flrangers, if they ufe us well, 
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For love and money, love and ware w6e’le fell. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Fra7tke. The Onpple at worke. 

Frafik, Now fortune be my guide, this is the 
fhop : 

And in good time the Cripple is at worke ; 

God fpeed you fir. 

Crip. Welcome honeft friend ; what’s thy will with 
me 1 

Frank, I would entreat you read a letter for me. 
Crip. With all my heart : 

I know the maide to whom it is diredled. 

Frank. I know you doe Cripple^ better then you 
thinke. 

Crip. I pray you, what Gentleman writ the 
fame ? 

Frank. Sir, a Gentleman of good learning, and my 
friend, 

To fay the truth, ’twas written for my felfe, 

Being fomewhat overtaken with fond love, 

As many men be fir. 

Crip. Why art thou perfwaded, or haft thou any 
hope, 

So beautifull a virgin as fhe is, 

Of fuch faire parentage, fo vertuous. 

So gentle, kinde* and wife as Fhilhs is, 

That fhe will take remorfe of fuch bafe ftuffe, 

I thinke not fo : but let me fee, what’s thy name. 
Frank. Trufty lohn men call me fir. 

Crip. How comes it then your blinded Secretary, 
Hath writ another name unto the letter? 

Yours devoted Anthony Golding. 

But fure this letter is no right of thine, 

Either thou foundft the fame by happy chance, 

Or being employed as a Meffenger, 

Plaid’ft iegerdemaine with him that fent the fame ; 
Wherefore the mayd (well knowne unto my felfe) 
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I will referve tke letter to her life, 

That fhe, if by the name herein fet downe, 

She know the Gentleman that doth wifli her well. 

She may be gratefull for his courtefie. 

Frank. Nay then I fee I muH difclofe my felfe : 
Sir, might 1 build upon your fecrecy, 

I would difclofe a fecret of import. 

Crip. Affure thy felfe I will not injure thee. 

Frank. Then Cripple know, I am not what T 
feeme, 

But tooke this habit to deceive my friend : 

My friend indeed, but yet my cruell foe ; 

Foe to my good, my friend in outward fhow : 

I am no porter, as I feeme to be. 

But yonger brother to that Anl/wnp ; 

And to be briefe, I am in love with Phillis^ 

Which my two elder brothers doe affedl ; 

The one of them feekes to defeat the other : 

Now if that I, being their younger brother 
Could gull them both by getting of the wench, 

I would requite it with loves recompence. 

Cripple^ thou once didft promife me thy love. 

When I did refcue thee in Mile-cfid Greene^ 

Now is the time, now let me have thy ayd, 

To gull my brothers of that beautious maide. 

Crip. Sir, what I promised I will now performe ; 
My love is yours, my life to doe you good, 

Which to approve, follow me but in all, 

Wee’l gull your brothers in the wench, and all. 

Fra?ik. Saiil thou me fo friend, for that very 
word 

My life is thine, command my hand and fword. 

Crip. Then let me fee this letter j it ihould feeme 
You under-tooke to carry it from your brother 
To the maide. 

Frank. I did, and from my brother Ferdinand, 
This other letter to the fame effedl. 

Crip, Well, lift to me, and follow my advife. 

You fhall deliver neither of them both j 
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But frame two letters of your owne iiHFention, 

Letters of flat deniall to their fuites, 

Give them to both your brothers as from Phillis, 

And let each line in either letter tend 
To the difpraife of both their features ; 

And the conclufion I would have fet downe, 

A flat refolve bound with fome zealous oath, 

Never to yeeld to eyhter of their fates ; 

And if this fort not well to your content, 

Condemne the Cripple, 

Frank, But this will aske much time, 

And they by this time looke for my returne. 

Crip. Why then my felfe will fit you prefently, 

I have the coppies in my cuftody, 

Of fundry I.etters to the fame effedl, 

Frank. Of thy owne writing ? 

Crip. My owne, I affure you, fir. 

Frank. Faith thou hail rob’d fome Sonnet booke 
or other, 

And now wouldft make me thinke they are thiijie 
owne. 

Crip. W’hat think’H thou that I cannot write a 
letter, 

Ditty, or Sonnet with judicial! phrafe^ 

As pretty, pleafmg, and patheticall, 

As the beft (?z//^/-imitating dunce 
In all the towne ? 

Frank. I think thou canfl not. 

Crip. Yes, ile fweare I cannot. 

Yet firra, I could conny-catch the world, 

Make my felfe famous for a fodaine wit, 

And be admir’d for my dexterity, 

Were I difpos’d. 

Frank. I prethee how"? 

Crip. Why thus, there liv’d a Poet in this towne, 
(If we may terme our modeme Writers Poets) 
Sharp-witted, bitter-tongu’d, his penne of fteele, 

His inke was temper’d with the biting juyce, 

And extradls of the bittrefl w^eeds that grew, 
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He never wrou^it but when the elements 
Of Fire and Water tilted in his braine : 

This fellow ready to give up his Ghofl 
To Luciaes bofome, did bequeathe to me 
His Library, which was jufl nothing, 

But rolles, and fcrolles, and bundles of call wit, 

Such as durfl never vifit Pauls Church-yard : 

AmongfL them all, I happened on a quire ' 

Or two of paper fill’d with Songs and Ditties, 

And here and there a hungry Epigram, 

Thefe I referve to my owne proper ufe, 

And Pater-nofter-like have kon’d them all, 

I could now when I am in company, 

At alehoufe, taverne, or an ordinary, 

Vpon a theame make an exteraporall Ditty, 

(Or one at leafL fhould feeme extemporall) 

Out of th’aboundance of this Legacy, 

That all would judge it, and report it too, 

To be the infant of a fudaine wit, 

And then were I an admirable fellow. 

Frank, This were a piece of cunning. 

Crip, I could doe more, for I could make en- 
quiry 

Where the befl-witted gallants ufe to dine, 

Follow them to the taverne, and there fit 
In the next roome with a calves head and brim- 
flone, 

And over-heare their talke, obferve their humours, 
Colledl their jeafts, put them into play, 

And tire them too with payment to behold 
What I have filcht from them. This I could doe : 

But O for fhame that men fhould fo arraigne 
Their owne feefimple wits, for verbal! theft ! 

Yet men there be that have done this and that, 

And more by much more than the mofl of them. 
Frank. But to our purpofe Cripple.^ to thefe letters. 
Crip, I have them ready for you, heere they be, 
Give thefe to your two brothers, fay that Phillis 
Delivered them with frownes, and though her name 
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Be not fubfcrib’d (which may not weW be done) 

It may perhaps give them occafion 
To thinke fhe fcorn’d them fo much grace and favour. 
This done, returne to me, and let me know 
Th’ occurrants of this pradlife as they grow, 

And fo farewell, I can no longer ftand 
To talke with you, I have fome worke in hand. Exit, 
Frank, Farewell mad Crippky now Franke Goldmg 
flie, 

To put in pradlife this new pollicy : 

But foft, here comes the Maide, I will affay 

Enter FhilUs a7id Fiddle, 

To plead my owne love by a flranger way, 

By your leave hr. 

Fid, Porter, I am not for you, you fee I am per- 
ambulating before a female. 

Frank. I would crave but a word with you. 

Fid, Speake in time then porter, for otherwife 
I doe not love to anfwer you, and be as briefe as you 
can, good porter. 

Frank, I pray you fir, what Gentlewoman is this I 
Fiddle, Certes Porter, I ferve a Gentleman, that 
Gentleman is father to this Gentlewoman, this Gentle- 
woman is a maide, this maide is faire, and this faire 
maide belongeth to the Exchange, and the Exchange 
hath not the like faire maide : now porter, put ail this 
together, and tell me what it fpels. 

Frank, I promife you fir, you have pos^d me. 

Fid, Then you are an affe porter, his the faire 
Mayd of the Exchange, 

Frank. Her name I pray you fir. 

Fiddle, Her name porter requires much poeticality 
in the fubfcription, and no leffe judgement in the 
underftanding ; her name is Fhillis, 

Not Phillis that fame dainty laile 
That %vas beloved of Amintas \ 

Nor Phillis^ fhe that doated on 
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The comely youti De7nophoo7i ; 

But this is Phillis^ that mofl llrange 
Phillis^ the flower of the Exchange. 

Phil What, would that porter any thing with 
me ? 

Frank, Yes Miflris, flnce by chance I meete you 
heere, 

He tell you, though it not concernes my felfe, 

What I this morning faw ; there is a Gentleman 
One Mailer Golding, the youngefl of three brothers, 
They call him Franke ; O this man lies very ficke, 

I being at his houfe perchance enquired 
What his difeafe was of a fervant there, 

Who faid, the Dodlors cannot tell themfelves, 

But in his fittes he ever calles on Love, 

And prayes to Love for pitty, and then names 
you, 

And then names Love againe, and then calles 
Phillis,^ 

And fometimes Harts, and would forfake his bed, 

And being ask’d whither, he fayes he would goe to 
Phillis, 

My bufmeffe call’d me hence, but I heard fay 
His friends doe meane to intreate you to take the 
paines 

To vifit him, becaufe they doe fuppofe, 

The ficke man loves you, and thence his flckneffe 
growes. 

Phil Porter is this true ? 

Or art thou hired to this, I prethee tell me. 

Frank, Miflris, not hired, my name is trufly 
John, 

If I delude you never trufl me more. 

Phil I thanke thee porter, and thanke Love 
withall. 

That thus hath wrought the t 5 n:ant Goldings fall, 

He once fcom’d Love, jeafled at wounded hearts, 
Challeng’d almighty beauty, rail’d at paflion, 

,And is he now caught by the eyes and heart ? 


E 



50 The faire Maide 

Now by Dianaes miike-white vaile I.fwearej 
The goddeffe of my maiden chafle defires, 

I am as glad of it as glad may be, 

And I will fee him, if but to laugh at him, 

And torture him with jeafls ; Fiddle, along, 

When we returne, if they do fend for me, 

He arm my felfe with hours and cruelty. 

Fiddle, Porter, we commit you, if you be a crafty 
knave, and lay in the winde for a vantage, you have 
your anfwere : marke her lafl words, lie arme my felfe 
with floutes and cruelty. Fxeimt 

Frank, He arme my felfe with floutes and cruelty. 
Will you fo Plnllk, what a Hate am I in ? 

Why, I of all am forth eft from her love : 

Sbloud, if I now fliould take conceit at this, 

Fall ficke with love indeed, were not my Hate 
MoH lamentable ? I by this hand were it : 

Well heart, if thou wilt yeeld, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou wilt be tortur’d, well what remedy. 

Enter Anthonie, 

Here comes my brother Anthony, I am for him. 

Anth. Porter, what newes ? fpake you with 
Phillis ? 

Frank. I, too late, to my griefe, 

Spoke with her fir, yfaith I thinke I .have ; 

Heer’s a letter for you, and by that 

You lhall be judge if I did fpeake with her ; 

Now cripple, fhall we prove your learned wit ? 

Anth, Zounds am I mad, or is .ihe mad that writ 
this? 

He read it or’e againe. 

A Letter. 

S ir, I did never like yots, I doe not now thinke well 
of you, and I will never love you ; I choofe my 
husband with my eyes, and I have feene fo?ne efpeciall 
fault in you I as the colour of your hairc, the elevatini 
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of your head, to c^i affedied proportion, as zf you famtea 
for want of aire, azid flood in that manner io fuckeit 
izito your nofe, your ziecke is too lozzq : and to be fhort, 
J like no part in or abozd you \ azzd the JJiort and the 
long- boy, is, that I will ziever love you, and I will never 
marry but one I love. 

Not yours, but her owne. 

Anth, Blanckj I am flrack blank, and blind, and 
mad withall, 

Heere is a flat denyall to my fuite, 

A refolution never to be wonne : 

What fhall I doe ? afiifl me god of love, 

InflrucSl me in thy fchoole-trickes ; be my guide 
Out of this labyrinth of love and feare, 

Vnto the pallace of faire Phillis favour : 

I have it \ I will intimate her mother 
In my behalfe, with letters and with gifts, 

To her ile write to be my advocate : 

Porter* farewell, ther’s for thy paines, 

Thy profit by this toyle pafleth my gaines. Exit 
Fz'ank. You have your anfwer, and a kind one 
too ; 

Cripple ile make* thee crutches of pure filver 
For this devife, thou hail a golden wit ; 

Now if my brother Ferdmazid were here 
To read. his abfolution, here he comes. 

Enter Ferdinazid. 

Brother. 

Ferd. Fraztke. 

What hail thou given the letter to her hand, 

And flai’d my brother Anthonies withall % 

Frank. I have done both, and more then that, 
behold 

Here is an anfwere to your letter brother. 

. Ferd. Franke, I will love thee, whiles I live for this. 
Frank. Scarce, when you read what there con- 
tained’ is. 
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A Letter. 

G Allant^ that write for love, if you had come your 
felfe you might ferchance have ffed ; I doe 
not coiinfell you neither, to co77ie your felfe, 7mleffe 
you leave your head at hofne, or weare a vizard, 
or come back-wards, for 1 never looke you in the face but 
I am ficke : and fo praying God to conti7iue my health, 
by keeping you from me, 1 leave you, 

Ferd, 0 unkind anfwere to a Lovers letter ; 

Let me furvay the end once more : 

For I never looke you in the face but I am ficke : and 
fo praying God to continue me in health, by keeping you 
from me. 

Is lliee fo farre from yeelding ? is this fort 
Of her chafte love yet fo impregnable ? 

What fhall I doe ? this is the furthefl way, 

A labour of impoffibilities, 

This way to winne her : I will once againe, 

Challenge the promife that her father made me ; 

To him ile write, and he I know will pleade 
My love to Phillis, and fo winne the maide. Exit. 
Frank. Farewell poore tortur’d heart; was ever 
knowne 

Two loving brothers in fuch mifery % 

Let me confider of my owne eflate : 

What profit doe I reape by this delufion ? 

Why none ; I am as farre from Phillis heart 
As when fhe firfl did wound me with her eyes : 

Cripple, to thee I come, ’tis thou mull be 
My counfellor in this extreamity. Exit. 

Enter Cripple, Bowdler, and Barnard. 

Crip. Sirra Bowdler, what makes thee in this 
merry vaine ? 

Bow. O Lord fir, it is your mofl elevated humour 
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to be merry, td^be concife, fet up tbe coller, and 
looke thus with a double chin, like Diogenes peering 
over his Tub, is too cynicall, the figne of Melan- 
choily, and indeed, the meere eiFedl of a fait 
rheume. 

Crip. Who would thinke this Gentleman yefler- 
daies dillemperature flrouid breed fuch motions? I 
thinke it be reilorative to adlivity, I never faw a 
Gentleman caper fo excellent, as he did lall night. 

Bow. Meane you me fir ? 

Crip. Your owne felfe, by this han<L 

Bow. You gull me not ? 

Crip. How, gull you 1 
Me thinkes a man fo well reputed of, 

So well commended for your qualities 
In Schooles of nimble adliveneffe, 

And places where divinefl Quirriflers 
Warble inchanting harmony, to fuch 
As thinke there is no heauen on earth but theirs ; 

And knowing your felfe to be the Genius 
Of the fpedlators, and the audience hearts 
You wrong your worthy felfe intolerably, 

To thinke our words favour of flattery. 

Bowd. Sirra dogge, how didfl thou like my lafl 
caper, and turne a the toe ? 

Crip, Before God paffing well. 

Barn. I know his worfhip made it, his fo ex- 
cellent. 

Bowd. It was my yeflerdayes exercife. 

Crip. After the working of your purgation, was it 
not? 

Bow. What purgation, you filthy curre ? 

Crip. After the purging of your braine Sir. 

Bow, Be Hill dog, barke not, though by mif- 
fortune 

I was laft night fomewhat diflempered : 

I will not be upbraided ; ’twas no more 
But to refine my wit ; but teU me truly, 

How doll thou like my caper ? 
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Crip. Farre better than I can commend it. 

Bow, Now as I am a Gentleman 
My Tutor was not witting of the fame ; 

And in my opinion 'twill doe excellent : 

0 this aire 1 heer s a moll eloquious aire for the 

memory, 

1 could fpend the third part of my Armes in filver, 

To be encountred by fome good wit or other. 

Crip. What fay you to your fweet heart, Mall 
Berry % 

Bow, Peace Cripple, filence, name her not, I 
could not indure the carreir of her wit for a million, 
die is the onely ^^.-Mercury under the heavens ,* her 
wit is all fpirit, that fpirit fire, that fire flies from her 
tongue, able to biirne the radix of the befl invention ; 
in this element Ihe is the abflradt and briefe of all the 
eloquence fmce the incarnation of Tttlly : I tell thee 
Cripple, I had rather encounter Hercules with blowes, 
than Mall Berry with words i And yet by this light 
I am horribly in love with her. 

Enter Mall Berry, 

Crip. See where fhe commes, O excellent ! 

Bow. Now have I no more bloud than a bul- 
rufli. 

Barn, How now, what aiie you fir f 

Crip. What's the matter man ? 

Bow. See, fee, that glorious angell doth approach, 
What fhall I doe % 

Crip. She is a faint indeed j Zounds to her, court 
her, win her, weare her, wed her, and bed her too. 

Bow. I would it were come to that : I win her ! 
by heaven, I am not furnifli'd of a courting phrafe, to 
throw at a dogge. 

Crip. Why no, but at a woman you have ; O fir, 
feeme not fo doultiOi now, can you make no fuflian i 
aske her if fhee'i take a pipe of Tobacco.. 
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Bow. It wil offend her judgement, pardon me. 
Crip. But heare you fir ? reading fo much as you 
have done, 

Doe you not remember one pretty phrafe, 

To fcale the walls of a fair wenches love ? 

Bow. I never read any thing but Ve 72 us and 
Adonis. 

Crip. Why that’s the very quinteffence of love, 

If you remember but a verfe or two, 

He pawne my head, goods, lands, and all ’twill doc. 

Bow. Why then have at her. 

Fondling I fay, fmce I have hem’d thee heere’, 

Within the circle of this ivory x^ale, 

He be a parke. 

Mall. Hands off, fond fir. 

Bow. And thou fhalt be my deere ; 

Feed thou on me, and I will feed on thee, 

And love fhall feed us both. 

Mall. Feed you, on woodcocks, I can faff awhile. 
Bow. Vouchfafe thou wonder to alight thy ffeed. 
Crip. Take heed, fhees not on horfebacke. 

Bow. Why then fhe is alighted, 

Come fit thee downe where never ferpent hiffes, 

And being fet ile fmother thee with kiffes. 

Mall. Why is your breath fo hot ? now God 
forbid 

I fhould buy kiffes to be fmothered. 

Bow. Meane you me % you gull me not % 

Mall. No, no, poore Bowdler, thou doff gull thy 
felfe : 

Thus muff I doe to fhadow the hid fire, 

That in my heart doth burne with hot defire : 

0 I doe love him well what e’re I fay, 

Yet will I not my felfe felfe-love bewray, 

If he be wife hee’l fue with good take heed : 

Bowdler^ doe fo, and thou art fure to fpeed ; 

1 will fiie hence to make his love the ffronger, 

Though my affedlion muff lie hid the longer. 
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What Mailer Bowdkr, not a word to^fay 1 Exit. 

Boiv, No by my troth, if you ftay here all day. 

Mali. Why then ile beare the bucklers hence 
away. 

Crip. What Mailer Bo7adkr, have you let her 
pafie unconquer’d 1 

Be 7 u. Why what could I doe more 1 I look’d upon 
her with judgement, the ilrings of my tongue were 
well in tune, my embraces were in good meafure, my 
palme of a good conilitution, onely the phrafe was not 
moving ; as for example, Ventis her felfe with all her 
skill could not winne Adonis, with the fame words ; 
O heavens 1 was I fo fond then to think that I could 
conquer Mall Berry ? O the naturall fluence of my 
owne wit had beene farre better 1 
Good e’ne good fellow. 

Enter Fiddle. 

Fid. God give you the time of the day, pardon 
gallants, I was fo neere the middle that I knew not 
which hand to take. 

Botjo. a very good conceit. 

Fid. And yet becaufe I will be fure to give you a 
true falutation, Cripple, quomodo vales ? Good mor- 
row Cripple, good e’ne good Mailer Barnard, Mafter 
Bowdler, Bonos noc/ies, as they fay, good night; and 
thus you have heard my manner of falutation. 

Crip. You are very eloquent, fir ; but Fiddle, 
what’s the beil newes abroad ? 

Fid. The bell newes I know not fir, but the new- 
eil newes is moil excellent yfaith. 

Bar. Prethee lets heare it. 

Fid. Why this it is, the Serjeants are watching to 
arreft you at Mailer Berries fute. 

Barn. Wounds, where ? 

Fid. Nay, I know not where ; alas fir, there is no 
fuch matter, I did but fay fo much, to make you warme 
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the handle of yi)ur rapier : But M. Bowdler, I have 
good newes for you. 

Bom, Let me heare it, my fweet rufleting. 

Bid How, ruffetmg ? 

Bow. I my little appie-john. 

Bid. You are a 

Bow. A what ? 

Bid. You are a, O that I could fpeake for in- 

dignation I 

Bow. Nay, what am I ? 

Bid. You are a pippinmonger to call me Ruffetting 
or apple-john. 

Bowd. Sirra Ruffetting, ile pare your head off. 

Bid. You pippinmonger, lie cut off your legs, 
and make you travell fo neere the mother earth, that 
every boy fhall be high enough to fleale apples out 
of thy basket, call me ruffetting ? 

Crip. Nay, be friends, be friends. 

Bid. As I am a gentleman Cripple.^ I meant him 
no harme, but the name of Ruffetting to Mafter Biddle., 
that many times travels under the arme in Velvet, but 
for the niofl part in leather trufs’d with calve-skinne 
points, ’tis mofl tolerable, and not to be endured, 
flefh and bloud cannot beare it. 

Crip. Come, come, all fhall be well. 

Bowd. Biddle^ give me thy hand, a plague on thee, 
thou knowfl I love thee. 

Bid. Say you fo % why then anger avoid the roome, 
melancholy march away, choler to the next chamber, 
and heeds my hand I am yours to command from this 
time forth, your very mortall friend, and loving enemy, 
mafter iadle. 

Bow. Now tell us, what is the newes you had for 
me ? 

Bid. O, the fweet newes, faith fir, this it is, that I 
was fent to the Cripple from my young Miflris. Mafter 
Cripple you know I have fpent fome time in idle words, 
therefore be you compendious, and tell me if my 
Miftris handkercher be done or no. 
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Crip. Fiddle ’tis done, and pea^Se it is, commend 
me to thy Miflris. 

Fid. After the moll humble manner I will ; and 
fo gentlemen I commit you all : you Cripple to your 
Ihop ; you fir, to a turn-up and dilh of capers ; and 
laftly you M. Barnard., to the tuition of the Counter- 
keeper : there’s an item lor you, and fo farewell. 

Exit. 

Crip. M. Bawdier., how do you like his humour ? 

Bow. ‘By this light, I had not thought the clod 
had had fo nimble a fpirit : but Cripple farewell, He 
to Mall Berry, come Bar?iard along with me. 

Crip. Farewell fweet Signiors both, farewell, fare- 
well Exewit 

Enter M. Flower at one doore reading a letter 
’ from Ferdinand, at the other Miftris Flower, 
with a letter from Anthony. 

Ma. Flow. The conceit is good, Ferdinand in- 
treats a marriage with my daughter : good, very good : 
for he is a Gentleman of good carriage, a wife man, 
a rich man, a carefull man, and therefore worthy of 
my daughters love : it lhall be fo. 

Mif. Flow. Mary and fhall, kind Gentleman, my 
furtherance faill thou ? Yes Anthony, alTure thy 
felfe, for by the motherly care that I beare to my 
daughter, it hath beene a defire that long hath lodg’d 
within my carefull breall, to match her with thy 
well-deferving felfe ; and to this end have I fent for 
my daughter, and charg’d my fervants, that prefently 
upon her repaire hither from her MiflrilTes, that fhe en- 
ter this private walke; where, and with whom, I 
will fo worke, that doubt it not, dear fonne, but Ihe 
lhall be thine. 

Ma. Flow. And i will make her joyndlure of a 
hundred pounds by yeare : it is a very good conceit, 
and why? becaufe the worthy portion betters my 
conceit, which being good in conceiving well of the 
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Gentlemans good^ parts, the proffered }oyn<fture addes 
to my conceit, and betters it ^ very good. 

Mi. Flow. A thoufand crownes for you to make 
the match pretty heart, how love can worke I by Gods 
blefi: mother, I vow the fhall be thine, if I have inte- 
refl in my daughter ; but ffay, whom have I efpied % 
Slower f miles reading the Letter^ they 
f natch the Letter from each other. 
my husband likewife reading of a Letter ; and in fo 
good an humour, ile lay my life, good Gentleman he 
hath alfo wrought with him for his good will ; and for 
I long to know the truth thereof, my fodaine purpofe 
fhall experience it What’s here husband ? 

She reads privately and frownesi 
a Letter from Mailer Ferdinand^ to intreate a mar- 
riage with your daughter. 

Ma. Flow. And here the like to you from Anthony 
to that effedl, this is no good conceit, if Ihe be mine, 
fliee fhall bee Ferdinands. 

Mi. Flow. If fhe refpedl her mothers favour, 

^Tis Anthony fhall be her love. 

Ma. Flow. How wife ? 

Mi. Flow. Even fo husband. 

Maf. Flo. You will not croffe my purpofe, will 
you 1 

Mif. Flo, In this you fhall not bridle me I 
fweare. 

Maf. Flo. Is fhee not my daughter % 

Mif. Flo. You teach me husband, what your wife 
fhould fay. 

I thinke her life is dearefl unto me, 

Though you forget the long extreamity, 

And paine which I indur’d, when forth this wombe 
With much a doe fhe did enjoy the life fhe now doth 
breathe, 

And fhall I now fuffer her deflrudlion % 

Maf. Flo. Yea, but conceit me wife. 

Mif. Flo. A hgge for your conceits, in this I know 
there can be none that : 
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Say he be his fathers eldefl fonne, fnd a Merchant of 
good wealth, 

Yet my deare Anthonies as rich as he : 

What though his portion was but fmall at firil, 

His induflry hath now increas’d his talent ; 

And he that knoweth the getting of a penny. 

Will feare to fpend, Ihe fhall have him^ if any. 

Maf. Flo. By the Mary God wife, you vex me. 
Mif, Flo. ’Tis you owne impatience, you may 
chufe. 

Maf. Flo, I will not wed my daughter to that An- 
thony, 

Mif, Flo, By this. 

Mif, Flo. Hold wife, hold, I advife thee fweare 
not, 

For by him that made me, firft I vow, 

Shee fhall not touch the bed of Anthony, 

Mif. Flow, And may I never live (fo God me 
help) 

If ever Ihe be wed to Ferdinand. 

Maf Flo, The divel’s in this woman, how fhe 
thwarts me flill ! 

Mif Flo, Fret on, good husband, I will have my 
will. 

Maf Flo, But conceit me wife, fuppofe we ihould 
confent our daughter fhould wed either of them 
both, and ihe diflike the match, ^veie that a good 
conceit % 

Mif Flo, All’s one for that, I know my daughters 
minde, if I but fay the word, 

Maf Flo. I would be loath to wed her againll her 
will, 

Content thee wife, weel heare her refolution. 

And as I hnde her, to her owne content 
To either of them Ihe lhall have my confent 

Mif Flow. Why now old Flower fpeaketh like 
himfelfe. 

Ma, Mow. Agreed, and faith wife ’tis a good 
conceit 
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Enter Phillis. 

And fee where my daughter comes : welcome girle. 
How doth your Miflris Phillis % God bleffe thee Phillis^ 
rife. 

PhiL God have the glory, in perfedl health fhe is, 
Maf. Flow. Tis good, I am glad fhe doth fo 
well : 

But lift my daughter, I have golden newes 
To impart unto thee : 

A golden Goldhig^ wench, mufl be thy husband, 

Is't not a good conceit ? 

Phil. Father, I underfland you not. 

Maf. Flow. Then, my Girle, thy conceit is very 
fliallow, 

Mailer Ferdinand Golding is in love with thee. 

Mif. Flow. No daughter, ’tis thine Anhony. 

Maf. Flow. Ferdinand is rich, for he hath flore of 
gold, 

Mif Flow. Anthony is rich, yet is he not fo old. 
Maf. Flow. Ferdinand is vertuous, full of mo- 
defly. 

Mif. Flow. Anthonfs more gracious, if more may 
be. 

Maf, Flow. Ferdinand is wife (being wife) who 
would not love him. 

Mif Flo . ' Anthony more wife, then girle defire to 
prove him. 

Maf. Flo. In Ferdmand is all the beauty that may 
be. 

Mif Flo. He is deceived, ’tis in thine Anthony. 
Phil. Deare parents, you confound me with your 
words, 

I pray what meane thefe hot perfwafions ? 

Maf Flow. Thy good, my daughter. 

Mf. Flo. If but rulde by me. 

Maf Flo. But for thy ill-fare. 
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Maf. Flo, The truth is this, thst each of us hath 
tane 

A folemne vow, that thou my loving daughter 
Shalt wed with one of thofe two gentlemen : 

Eut yet referre the choice unto thy felfe, 

One thou fhalt love, love Ferdmand, if me. 

Mif, Flo, If love thy mother, love thine An- 
thofiy, 

FhiL In thefe extreames what fliall become of 
me? 

I pray you give me refpite to confider 
How to digefl thefe impofitions, 

You have impos’d a bufinefle of fuch weight, 

Pray God your daughter may difcharge her felfe. 

Maf, Flo. Thinke on’t, my girle, we will withdraw 
awhile. 

Phil. A little refpite fits my refolution, 

They walke. 

Thofe Gentles fue too late, there is a’nother, 

Of better worth, though not of halfe their wealth, 

What though deform’d, his vertue mends that 
miffe : 

What though not rich, his wit doth better gold, 

And my eilate doth adde unto his wants, 

I am refolv’d (good father, and deare mother,) 

Phillis doth choofe a Cripple,, and none other; 

Eut yet I mufl diffemble. 

Ma, Flo. How now my foules befl hope ! tell me, 
my girle, 

Shall Ferdinand be he ? 

Phil, I pray a word in private. 

3fa. Flow. Marry with all my heart. 

Phil. In all the duty that a childe can ihow, 

The love that to a father it doth owe ; 

I yeeld my felfe to be at your command, 

And vow to wed no man but Ferdinand^ 

But if you pleafe, at your departure hence, 

You may enforce diflike to cloud your brow, 

To avoide my mothers anger and fufpition. 
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M. Mo. Befojje God a very good conceit, 

Hence baggage, out of my fight, 

Come not within my doores, thou hadfl been 
better, 

Runne millions of miles bare-footed, then 
Thus by your coy difdaine to have deluded me. 

Oh mine owne flelh and blood, the mirror ot 
wit ! 

Now will I hence, and with all fpeed I may 
Send for my fonne, ile have it done this day. 

JSxzt old Flow. 

Mif. Flow. What, is he gone ? and in fo hot a 
chafe 1 

Well let him goe, I need not queftion why, 

Tor well I wot, his fute is cold, ^t mull die. 

Daughter, I gather by thy plealant fmiles, 

Thy mother hath more intereft in thy love, 

Than difcontented Flower thy aged father. 

Fhil. Mother, you have, for when I well con- 
fider 

A mothers care unto her deare bought child e, 

How tenderly you nursed and brought me up, 

I could not be fo much unnaturall 
As to refufe the love you proffer me, 

Efpecially being for my chiefell good ; 

Therefore when married I intend to be, 

My loyall husband fhall be Anl/iony. 

Mif. Flo. Live ever then my deere deere daughter 
Fhillis^ 

Let me imbrace 'thee in a mothers armes ; 

Thus, thus, and thus ile -ever hugge my daughter, 

Him hence thou fend’fl with frownes, me hence with 
laughter, 

Come Phillis^ let us in. 

Exit Mijlris Flower. 

Phil. Forfooth ile follow you. 

Am not I a good childe thinke you, 

To play with both hands thus againU my parents ? 
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Well, ’tis but a tricke of youth fay what they 
will, 

He love the Cripple^ and will hate them flill. Exit. 

Enter Cripple in his Jhop., and to him enters Eranke. 

Frank, Mirrour of kindneffe, extremities bell 
friend, 

While I breathe, fvveet blood, I am thine, 

Intreate me, nay command thy Frances heart, 

That wilt not fuffer my enfuing fmart. 

Crip. Sweet Signior, my advife in the refervation 
of thofe Letters, 

Which I will have you hide from eye of day, 

Never to feele the warmth of Phoebus beames, 

Till my felfes care, moil carefull of your weale, 
Summon thofe lines unto the barre of joy. 

Frank. T will not erre, deare friend, in this com- 
mand. 

Crip So much for that, now liflen further 
Franke ; 

Not yet two houres expiration, 

Have taken finall end, fince Beauties pride, 

And Natures better part of workemanflrip, 

Beauteous Phillis was with me conforted ; 

Where fhe ’mongft other pleafing conference, 

Burfl into termes of fweet affedlion, 

And faid, ehe long Hie would converfe with me 
In private at my fliop, whofe wounded foule 
Strucke with, loves golden arrow lives in dread, 

Till fie doe heare the fentence of my love. 

Or be condemn’d by judgment of fell hate. 

Now fince that gracious opportunity 
Hius fmiles on me, I will refigne the fame 
To you my friend, knowing my unworthy felfe 
Too foule for fuch a beauty, and too bafe 
To match in brightneffe with that facred comet, 

That fhines like Phoebus in Londons Element ; 
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From whence inferior ftarres derive their light : 
Wherefore I will immediately you take 
My crooked habite, and in that difguife 
Court her, yea win her, for fhe will be wonne. 

This will I doe, to pleafure you my friend. 

Fra7tk. For which my love to thee fliall never end. 
CriF About it then, aflume this lhape of mine, 
Take what I have, for ail I have is thine ? 

Supply my place to gaine thy hearts defire, 

So may you quench two hearts that burne like fire : 
Shee’s kmde to me, be fhe as kinde to you, 

What admiration will there then infue % 

Franke^ I will leave thee, now be thou fortunate, 

That we with joy your loves may confummate, 
Farewell, farewell, when I returne againe, 

I hope to finde thee in a pleafing vaine. Exit 

Fran. Farewell deare friend ; 

Was ever known a finer policy? 

Now brothers, have amongfl you for a third part, 

Nay, for the whole, or by my foule, ile loofe all ; 

What though my father did bequeath his lands 
To you my elder brethren, the moveables I fue for 
Were none of his : and you lhali run through fire, 
Before you touch one part of my defire : 

Am I not like my felfe in this difguife, 

Crooked in fhape, and crooked'in my thoughts ? 

Then am I a Cripple right, come wench, away, 

Thy abfence^breeds a terror to my flay. 

Enter Phillis. 

Yonder fhe comes, now frame thy hands to draw, 

A worfer workeman never any faw. 

Phil. Yea, yonder fits the wonder of mine eye ; 

I have not beene the firft whom defliny 
Hath thwarted thus ; imperious Love, 

Either withdraw the fhaft that wounds my heart, 

Or grant me patience to endure ray fmart : 
Remorceleffe love, had any but thy felfe 


Ov 
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Beene privie to my direfull paffion, ^ 

How I confume and walle my felfe in love, 

They would have beene, yea, much more pittifull : 

But all availes not ; demanding for my worke 
Shall be a meanes to have fome conference. 

She fpeakes to Frankc. 

Good morrow to you, is my handkercher done ? 

Frank. Yes, Miflris Flower , it is finilhed. 

FML How fweetly tunes the accent of his voice I 
Oh, doe not blame me, dearefl love alive, 

Though thus I dote in my atfedlion : 

I toyle, I labour, and I faine would thrive, 

And thrive I may if thou wouldfl give diredlion : 
Thou art the flarre whereby my courfe is led, 

Be gracious then bright funne, or I am dead. 

Frank. Faire Millris FMlUs^ fuch wanton toyes as 
thefe, 

Are for young Novices that will foone be pleas’d, 

The carefull thoughts that hammer in my braine, 

Bid me abandon wanton love, ’tis vaine. 

FhiL For me it is. 

Frank. Is my ungarnilhed, darke, and obfcure 
Ceil, 

A manfion fit for all-commanding love ? 

No, if thou wilt fport with love. 

And dally with that wanton amorous boy ; 

Hie thee unto the odoriferous groves, 

FhiL There is no groves more pleafant unto me, 
Then to be ftiil in thy fociety. 

Frank. There of the choifefl fragrant flowers that 
gro’w 

Thou maifl devife fweet rofeat Coronets, 

And with the Nymphs that haunt the filver flreames, 
Learne to entice the affable young wagge, 

There fhalt thou finde him wandring up and downe, 
Till fome faire faint impale him with a crowne : 

Be gone I fay, and doe not trouble me, 

For to be fliort I cannot fancy thee. 

FhiL ^ For to be Ihort you cannot fancy me : 
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Oh cruel! word, «iore hatefull then pale death, 

Oh, would to God it would conclude my breath. 
Frank. Forbeare, forbeare, admit that I ihould 
yeeld ; 

Thinke you, your father would applaud your choice. 
FhiL Doubt not thereof, or if he doe not, all’s 
one, 

So you but grant to my affedlion. 

1 am too bafe. 

F/iiL My wealth fhall raife thee up. 

Crip. I am deformed. 

Fhil. Tut, I will beare with. that. 

Crip. Your friends diflike brings all this out of 
frame. 

Fhil. By humble fuit I will redreffe the fame. 
Frank. Now to employ the vertue of my fhape : 
Faire miflreffe, 

If heretofore I have remorfeleffe beene, 

And not efleem’d your undeferved love, 

Whereby in the glaffe of your affedlion 
I fee my great unkindneffe ; forgive what’s pafl, 

And heere I proffer all the humble fervice 
Your high priz’d love doth merit at my hands, 

Which I confeffe is more then I unable 
Can gratifie : therefore command my toile, 

My travell, yea my life to pleafure you. 

Fhil. I take thee at thy word, proud of thy 
fervice, 

But yet no fervant fhalt thou be of mine, 

I \vill ferve thee, command, and iie obey : 

This doth my foule more good, yea, ten times more, 
Then did thy harfh denial! harme before, 

Let us embrace like two united friends, 

Heere love begins, and former hatred ends. 

Enter Ferdinand^ aiid Anthony walking togethor. 

Ferd. Brother Anthony^ 'what newes from Fenke ^ 
Are your diips return’d 1 I had rather ajide. 

F 2 
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Heare iiewes from Phillis : Oh, brofxier Franke^ ^ 
Thy abfence makes me burne in paffion. 

A nth. Sir, I had letters from my factors there 
Some three daies fmce : but the returne of one, afidc. 
Of one poore letter, yet not anfwered, 

Makes me ftarke mad : a plague upon that porter, 
Damn’d may he be for thus deluding me. 

Ferdinand fpies Phillis^ and turnes backe. 
How now brother, why retire you fo ? 

Ferd. Yonders a friend of mine acquaintance, 
With whom I would gladly have fome conference, 

I pray thee flay I will returne immediately. 

Goe to Phillis and court her to the^nf elves. 
Anth. Of your acquaintance; is fhe fo good 
brother % 

Onely with you acquainted, and no other ? 

Faith ile try that, take heed fir what you doe, 

If you begin to court, I needs mull woe, 

Goe to her too. 

Brother have you done % 

Ferd. But two words more at moll : 

You have not then receiv’d any fuch letter ? 

A vengeance take the lazie meffenger ; 

Brother if I live, ile quittance thee for this. 

Frank. Good words deere brother, threatned men 
live long. 

Anth. You have done. 

Fc7'd. Yes. 

Anth, Then by your leave brother, 

You had one word, I mud have another. 

Talke in private. 

Ferd. I know our bufmeffe tends to one ededl. 

0 that villaine Franks, it mads my foule 

1 am fo wrong’d by fuch a foolifh boy. 

Frank. That foolidi boy may chance prove to be 
witty : 

What and the elder brothers fooles 1 Oh ’tis pitty ! 

Anth. That villaine Porter hath deluded me, 
Confufion guerdon his bafe villainie. 
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Frank. What^ are you curfmg too ? then we catch 
no fifli : 

Comes there any more, here’s two Snights to a dilh. 

Ferd. Weil, fmce I have fuch opportunity, 
lie trufl no longer to uncertainety. 

He courts her agame in private. 
A nth. At it fo hard brother ? well, woe apace, 

A while I am content to give you place. 

Frank. Well, to her both, both doe the befl you 
can ; 

I feare young Frafike will prove the happier man, 

Phil. You have your anfwere, trouble me no 
more. 

Ferd. Yet this is worfe then my fufpenfe before, 
For then I liv’d in hope, now hope is fled. 

Anth. What, male-content? is Ferdi7ia7id ilrooke 
dead, 

Fortune be blithe, and aide the fecond brother. 

Talke in private. 

Frank. Thinke you to have more favour then an 
other ? 

To her a Gods name, live not in fufpence. 

While you two flrive, I needs mufl get the wench. 
Phil. I am refolv’d, and fir you know my mind. 
Frank. What, you repulfl too ? Phillis is too 
■ unkind. 

Phil. Here fits my love, within whofe lovely brefl 
Lives my content, and all my pieafures rell, 

And for a further confirmation, 

Which to approve, even in fight of both you here 
prefent, 

I give my hand, and with my hand, my heart, 

My felfe, and all to him ; and with this ring 
lie wed my felfe. 

Frank. I take thy offering, 

And for the gift you gave to me, take this, 

And let us feale affection with a kiffe. 

Ferd. Oh fight intolerable 1 
A7ith. A fpedlacle worfe then death. 
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Frank Now gentlemen, pleafe ^-ou draw neere 
and iiflen to the Cripple. 

Give thc7n the letters and they Jlanipe and Jlorme. 
Know you that letter ? fir, what fay you to this t 
Both. How came they to your hands ? 

F?'anL Sirs, a porter even of late left them with 
me, 

To be delivered to this Gentlewoman. 

AutL A plague upon that porter ; if e’re I meete 
him, 

My rapiers point with a deaths wound lhall greet him. 

Exit, 

Ferd. Franks thou art a villaine, thou fhalt know’t 
ere long. 

For prolfring me fuch undeferved wrong. Exit. 

Frank. So vomit forth the rheume of all your 
fpight, 

Thefe threats of yours procure me more delight. 

Phil. Now gentle love, all that I have to fay, 

Is to entreat you feeke without delay, 

My fathers kinde content, for thou haft mine, 

And though he florme yet will I flill be thine ; 

Make triall then, ^tis but thy labour loft, 

Though he denie thee, it requires no coft. 

Frank, I will affaile with expedition. 

Phil. God, and good fortune goe with thee, fare- 
well. Exit 

Frank. Well, I will go, but not in this difguife ; 
Arme thee with policy Franke, Fj'anke muft be wife : 
Now would the lubflance of this borrowed fliape 
Were here in prefence, and fee where he comes. 

Enter the Cripple, 

Poore in the well fram'd limbes of nature, but 
Kich in kindnelie beyond comparifon. 

Welcome deare friend, the kindell foule alive. 

Here I refigne thy habit backe againe, 

Whereby I prove the happxell man that breathes* 
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Crip. Hafl tli3u then, fweet blood, beene fortu- 
nate ? 

Frank. Hearke, I will tell thee all : 

Whifper in private. 

Enter Bowdler, Mali Berry, and Ralfe, Bawdier capers 
and fings. 

Raif. Faith fir, me thinkes of late you are very 
light. 

Bow. As a feather, fweet Rogue, as a feather : 
Have I not good caufe ? fweet Maii, fweet Maii, 

Hath file not caus'd the fame ? well, if I live, fweet 
wench, 

Either by night or day I will requite your kindneffe. 
Frank. Now I will take my leave, to put the fame 
in pradlife. Exit Franke. 

Crip. Good fortune waite on thee. 

Bow. Mail, thou art mine, by thine owne 
confent ; 

How fayfl thou Maii i 
Mail Yes forfooth. 

Raif. I am witneffe fir. 

Bow. But that is not fufficient Maii, if thou art 
content Mali, heer’s a rogue hard by, a friend of mine, 
whom I will acquaint with our loves, and he fliall be 
partaker of the match. 

Ralfe. Nay fir, if you meane to have partners in 
the match, Idiope Ralfe can helpe to ferve your wives 
turiie as well as another, what e’re he be. How fay 
you Miftreffel 

Mail. All’s one to me, whom he pleafe. 

Bow. Come then fweet Mall, wee’l to the Drawer, 
There to difpatch what I further intend. 

Mail. And vvell remembred husband. 

Raif. A forward maiden by this light \ husband 
before the Clarke hath faid Amen. 

Mall. He hath worke of mine, I pray forget it 
not 
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Bow. I will not Mali Now you’lame rogue, where 
is this maidens worke ? my wiues worke you rafcali ? 
(|iiicke, give it her. 

Crip. Sweet Sigiiior, the fweet Nymphes worke is 
almofl finifhed, but fweet blood, you drive me into 
admiration with your latter words, your fweet wiues 
worke, I admire it ! 

Bow. I you halting rafcali, my wiues worke ,* fhee’s 
my wife before God and Ralfe.^ how faifl thou Mall^ 
art thou not ? 

Mall, Yes forfooth, and to confirme the fame, 
Here in this prefence, I plight my faith againe ; 

And fpeake agame, what eift before was faid, 

That none but you fliall have my maiden-head. 

Bow. A good wench Mall, yfaith, now will I to 
thy father for his good will, Cripple., fee you remember 
what IS pafl, for I will call thee in queflion for a wit- 
nefle if need require, farewell curre, farewell dogge. 

Exit Bawdier aiid Ralfe. 
Crip. Adue fond humorifl, Parenthefis of j efts, 
Wliofe humour like a needleffe Cipher fils a roome : 
But now Mall Berry ^ a word or two with you : 

Haft thou forgotten Bar?iard ? thy thoughts -were bent 
on him. 

Mall. On him Cripple 1 for what ? was it for 
marriage 1 

Crip. It was for love, why not for marriage ? O 
monflrous ! 

Were I a maide and fhould be fo bewitched, 

I’de pull my eyes out that did lend me light, 

Exclaime againfl my fortune, banne my flarres, 

And teare my heart, fo yeelding her confent 
To Bowdlers love, that froth of complement 

Mall. Cripple, you iofe your time, with your faiie 
teares 

To circumvent my heart : Bowdler I love thee, 
Barnard I hate, and thou fhait never move me. 

Crip. I will : thou dofl love Barnard, and I can 
prove it 
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MalL That 1 Barjiard I by heavens I abhorre 
him. 

Cnp. Thou iov’fl him, once againe I fay, thou 
lov’fl him, 

For all thou hail borne Bowdkr flill in hand. 

MalL What wilt thou make me mad? I fay, I 
hate him. 

Crip. I fay thou iou’ft him ; have not I been at 
home, 

And heard thee in thy chamber praife his perfon, 

And fay he is a proper little man, 

And pray that he would be a futer to thee % 

Have I not feene thee in the Bay-window 
To fit croffe-arm’d, take counfeli of thy glaffe, 

And prune thy felfe to pleafe young Barnards 
eye ? 

Sometimes curling thy haire, then pradlifing fmiles, 
Sometimes rubbing thy filthy butter teeth, 

Then pull the haires from off thy beetle-browes. 
Painting the veines upon thy breafls with blew, 

An hundred other trickes I faw thee ufe. 

And all for Barnard. 

Mall. For Barnard 1 ’twas for Bowdkr. 

Crip. I fay, for Barnard. 

Nay more, thou knowfl I lay one night at home. 

And in thy fleepe I heaid thee call on Barnard 
Twenty times over. 

Mall. Will you be fworne I did ? 

Crip. I, I will fweare it : 

And art thou not afliam’d thus to be chang’d, 

To leave the love of a kinde Gentleman 
To dote on Bowdkr I Fie fie, reclaime thy felfe r 
Imbrace thy Barnard^, take him for thy husband, 

And fave his credit, who is elfe undone, 

By thy hard fathers hateful! cruelty, 

MalL Cripple^ If thou canfl prove that ever I 
Did fancy Barnard., I will love him flill 
Cnp. Why ile be fworne thou didft. 
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Mali And that I doted on him hi my fleepe ? 

Crip, lie be fworne I could not fleepe all 
night 

In the next roome, thou didfl fo rave on him. 

Mali I cannot tell, I may well be deceiv’d, 

I thinke I might affect him in my fleepe, 

And yet not know it ; let me looke on him, 

Yfaith he is a pretty handfome fellow, 

^Tis pitty he fliould wafte himfelfe in prifon ; 

Hey ho. 

Crip. What’s the matter wench ? 

Mall. Cripple^ I will love him. 

Crip. Wilt thou yfaith ? 

Mall. Yfaith I will. 

Enter two Serjeants. 

Crip. Give me thy hand, a bargaine, ’tis enough. 
Mall. But how fliall he know I love him ? 

Crip. Why thus : I will intreate the Serjeants 
To goe with him along unto thy father, 

And by the way ile fend yong Bowdler from us, 

And then acquaint my Barnard with thy love, 

He fhall accept it and avouch the fame 
Vnto thy father, wench doe thou the like, 

And then I hope his bonds are cancelled. 

Barn. Cripple^ fhall we have your company ? 

Crip. My friends, hold here, there’s mony for your 
paines, 

Walke with your prifoner but to mafler Berry, 

And ye fliall either finde fuflicient baile, 

Or elfe difcharge the debt, or I affure you 
Weel be your ayd to guard him fafe to prifon. 

I. Serjeant Well, we are willing fir, we are 
content 

To fhew the Gentleman any kinde of favour. 

Crip. Along then ; heafke mafler Bowdler. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter Majier Eloper, Mijlris Flower^ Majier Berry ^ 
mid Fiddle, 

Maf, Flow. Welcome good mailer Berry ^ is your 
llomach up fir ? it is a good conceit yfaith. 

Fid. It is indeed fir. 

Maf. Flo. ^ What, Fiddle ! 

Fid. If his ftomacke be up to goe to dinner. 

Maf. Flo. Fiddle^ bid Mailer Berry welcome. 

Fid. What elfe Mailer % with the beil belly in my 
heart, the fweeteil ilraine in my muficke, and the woril 
entertainement that may be, Fiddle bids your worihip 
adefduin. 

Ber. Thankes Fiddle.^ and Mailer Blower^ I am 
much beholding to your curtefie. 

Mif. Flo. Fiddle, I wonder that he ftaies fo long, 
Thou toldil me Anthony would follow thee. 

Fid. I, and heele be here I warrant you. 

Maf. Flo. He tell you fir, it is a rare conceit, 

My wife would have her marry Anthony, 

The younger brother, but againft her minde, 

I will contradl her unto Ferdinand, 

And I have fent for you and other friends. 

To witneffe it ; and ’tis a good conceit. 

Maf Flo. Fiddle, are all things ordred well 
within ^ 

Fid. All’s well, all’s well, but there wants fome 
faffron, 

To colour the cuilards withall. 

Mif. Flo. Here take my keyes, bid Sufan take 
enough. 

Maf. Flo. Fiddle, are all our gueils come yet ? 

Fid. I fir, and here comes one more than you 
look’d for. Exit. 


Enter Franke. 

Frank. God fave you Mailer Flower, as much to 
you Mailer Berry. 
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Maf. Flo. Welcome M. Goldi7% /are very wel- 
come fir. 

Frank. My brother Ferdinand commends him to 
you, 

And here’s a letter to you from himfelfe. 

Maf. Flo. A letter fir ? it is a good conceit, 

He read it ilrait. 

Gives the other Letter to Mijiris Flower. 

Majler Flower, I am heholdmg to you for your kindneffe^ 
and your further afice in my lovefuit^ but my mina is 
changed.^ and I will not marry your daughter^ and fo 
farewell. 

This is no good conceit : what ? Ferdinand 
Delude old Flower, make me deceive my friends, 

Make my wife laugh, and triumph in her will, 

What thinke you Fiddle t 

Fid. Why fir, I thinke it is no good conceit. 

Maf. Flo. Thou faidfl true Fiddle, ’tis a bad con- 
ceit, 

But heare you fir. Mifiris Flower reades her Letter. 

I tmderfland by Fiddle your fo7'wardneffe in my fide 
to your daughter : bid 7ievertheleffe L am determined to 
draw backe, and commit your daughter to her beft for- 
tunes, and your fclfe to God; Farewell. 

Why this is like my husbands bad conceit, 

Have you ore-reach’d me Flower, you crafty fox 1 
This is your doing, but for all your Height 
He croffe you if my purpofe hit aright 

Frank. Tut, tell not me fir, for my credit and 
reputation is as it is, and there’s an end : if I fhall 
have her, why fo. 

Maf. Flo. Sir, the conceit is doubtfull, give me 
leave but to confider of it by my felfe. 

Frank. With all my heart. 

Mif Flo. Mafler Golding, a word I pray fir, 

You know my daughter Fhillis, doe you not ? 

Frank Miflris, I doe. 
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Mif. Flo, She^ is a flarre, I tell you. 

Frank. She is no leffe indeed. 

Mif, Flo. I tell you fir, upon the fodaine now, 

There came an odde conceit into my head, 

Are you a batchellor % 

Frank. I am indeed. 

Mif. Flo. And are you not promifed ? 

Frank. Not yet believe me. 

Maf. Flo. Mafter Golding, • 

Mtf. Flo. Well, do you heare fir? if you will be 
pleas’d 

To wed my daughter Phillis^ you fhall have her. 

Frank. To wed your daughter? why the loves me . 
not. 

Mif Flow. All’s one for that, Ihe will be rul’d by 
me : 

Difdaine her not becaufe I proffer her, 

I tell you fir, Merchants of great account 
Have fought her love, and Gentlemen of worth 
Have humbly fued to me in that behalfe : 

To fay the truth, I promis’d her to one, 

But I am crofs’d and thwarted by my husband, 

Who meanes to marry her unto another : 

Now fir, to cry but quittance for this guile, 

I offer her to you ; if you accept her, 

He make her dowry richer by a paire 
Of hundred pounds than elfe it fliould have beene. 

Frank. Why this is excellent, pafl all compare. 

Sued to, to have her ; gentle miflris Flower, 

Let me confider of it. 

Mif Flow. Nay, nay, deferre no time if you will 
have her ; 

He fearch my coffers for another hundred. 

Frank. Say I fliouid yeeld, your husband will 
withfland it. 

Mif Flow. He have it clofely done without his 
knowledge ; 

Is it a match ? 

Frank, Well, well, I am content. 
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Mif* Flo. Why then old Flower, ile croffe your 
dofe content. 

Ma. Flow. It hiall be fo ; and ’tis a good conceit, 
It fhali be fo if but to croffe my wife, 

Hearke mafler Goldmg, the conceit doth like me. 

You love my daughter ; fo you thought you faid ; 

You faid moreover, that fhe loves you well. 

This loves on both fides is a good conceit. 

But are you fure fir, that my daughter loves you % 
Frank. For proofe thereof fhew her this ring. 

Maf. Flow. A ring of hers 1 kis well. 

Frank. I, but conceit me, 

If I had wood her in my proper fliape, 

I do beleeve fhe never would have lik’d me, 

Therefore fince I fhall have her, give me leave 
To come and court her m my borrowed iliape. 

Maf. Flow. With all my heart, and ’tis a good 
conceit, 

And heer’s my hand, fonne Golding thou lhalt have 
her. 

Frank. Then father Flower, I reft upon your 
promife, 

lie leave you for a while, till I put on 
My counterfeited fhape, and then returne. Exit. 
Maf. Flo. Welcome good fonne, ’tis well, by this 
conceit 

My wife will be prevented of her will ; 

I would not for the halfe of all my wealth, 

My crofte-word wife had compafs’d her intent : 

Now wife. 

Mtf Flo. Now husband. 

Maf Flo. You ftill maintaine the fute for Anthony, 
You’l have your will, and I muft breake my word. 

3Ff Flo. leaft on old Flower, be erode, and doe 
thy worft, 

Worke the beft meanes thou canft, yet whilft I live 
I fweare fiie never fhall wed Ferdinand. 

Maf Flo. What ftiall ftie not % 

Msf Flo. No that ftie ftiail not 
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Maf. Flo. I fav, llie fliall. 

Mif. Flo. Yfaith fhe fliall not. 

Maf, Flo. No ? 

Mf. Flo. No. 

Maf. Flo. Well wife, I am vext, and by Gods 
precious. 

Maf Berry. O fir, be patient, gentle Miilris 
Flower, 

Crofle not your husband, let him have his will. 
iWzf Flow. His will 1 

Maf Flo. Hearfl thou wife, be quiet, thou knoweil 
my humour, 

Thus to be crofs’d, it is no good conceit. 

Mif Flow. A fig for your conceit ; yet for 
becaufe, 

I know I fhall prevent him of the match, 

That he intends, henceforth I will diffemble. 

Well Mafler Flower, becaufe it fhall be fayd, 

And for kind Mailer Berry may report 
The humble loyalty I beare to you, 

Such as a wife fhould doe unto her husband, 

I am content to yeeld to your defires, 

Protefling, whiles I live, I never more 
Will fpeake that Anthofiy may marry her, 

Maf Flow. Wife fpeakfl thou with thy heart ? 
Mif Flow. Husband, I doe. 

Maf. Flow. Dofl thou indeed % 

Mif Flow. Indeed forfooth I doe. 

Maf Flo. Then ’tis a good conceit : ha, ha ; 

I fee ’tis fometimes good to looke aloft, 

Come hither wife, becaufe thou art fo humble, 
lie tell thee all, I have receiv’d a letter 
Tro-m Ferdinand, wherein he fends me word, 

He will not marry with my daughter FhilUs, 

And therefore I was full determined 
To croffe thy purpofe that his brother Franke 
Should marry her, and fo I hill intend : 

What faih thou wife, doh thou affent thereto ? 
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Mif. Flo, That F^'anke Ihall i^arry her, I have 
fworne he fliall, 

And fince this falles fo right, lie not difclofe, 

That I did meane fo much ; but now ile yeeld, 

That it may feeme my true humility : 

Husband, becaufe hereafter you may fay, 

And thinke me loyali, loving, and fubmiffe, 

I am content, F?'a7ike fhall have my confent. 

Maf. Flo, Why now thou fliew’fl thy felfe 
obedient, 

And thou doll pleafe me with thy good conceit. 

Enter Barnard, Mall, and two Serieanfs, 

Bar, By your leave Mailer Flower, 

Berry I am arrefted at your fuite. 

Ber. And I am glad of it with ail my heart : 

Hold friends, there’s fomewhat more for you to 
drmke, 

Away with him to prifon. 

Bar, Stay Ivlaller Berry, I have brought you 
baile. 

Ber, What baile % where is your baile 1 here^s none 
I know 

Will be thy baile, away with him to prifon. 

Ffall. Yes, I forfooth father, ile be his baile, 

Body for body ; thinke you ile llay at home, 

And fee my husband earned to the Jailed 
Ber, How, thy husband ? 

Mall, My husband I affure you, 

Father, thefe Serjeants both can witneffe it. 

I. Ser, We faw them both contradled man and 
wife, 

And therefore thought it fit to give you knowledge, 
Before we carried him unto the prifon. 

Ber, But ile undoe this conlradl, on my bieffing 
Daughter, come from him, hee’s a reprobate. 

Mall, He is my husband. 

Ber. But thou lhalt not have him. 



of the Exchange, ^ ^ 

Mall, Faith but I will, Barnard, fpeake for 
felfe. 

Bar. Why M. Berry, ’tis well knowne to you, 

1 am a gentleman, though by misfortune, 

My ventures in the world have fomewhat fail’d me : 
Say that my wealth difables my defert, 

The diiference of our bloud fupplies that want. 

What though my lands be morgag’d ? if you pleafe, 
The dowry you intend to give your daughter, 

May well redeeme them. You perhaps imagine 

I will be wild, but I intend it not 

What lhall I fay 1 if you will give confent, 

As you redeeme my lands, fo I my time ill fpent 
Meane to redeeme with frugall induftry, 

He be your councells pupill, and fubmit 
My follies to your will, mine to your wit. 

Ber. What thinke you Mailer Flower 
Mif. Flo. Faith Mafler Berry, 

Barnard fpeakes well, and with a good conceit, 

Ber, Dofl thou love him Mall 2 
Mall, Yes fir, and here protefl, 

Of all in London I love Barnard befl. 

Maf, Flo, Then Matter Berry, follow my conceit. 
Cancell his bond, and let him have your daughter. 
Ber. Well Barnard, fmce I fee my daughter loves 
thee, 

And for I hope thou wilt be kind and loving, 

Regard thy hate, and turne an honeft man, 

Here, take my daughter, ile give thee in thy bond, 
Redeeme thy lands, and if thou pleafe me well, 

Thou fhalt not want, all that I have is thine. 

Bar. I am love-bound to her, to you in duty, 

You conquer me with kindneffe, the with beauty. 

I. Ser, Then Maher Berry I thinke we may 
depart. 

Ber, I, when you pleafe, you fee the matter ended, 
The debt’s difeharg’d, and I can aske no more. 

I. Ser, Why then we take om: leaves. 

Exeunt Serjeants. 
G 
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If a/. Flo. Now wife, if yong F^anke Goldmg^^trt 
come back, 

To fumme our wifh, it were a good conceit : 

Enter Phil 

Why how now Phillis., fad ? come tell me wench, 

Alt thou refolv’d yet for to have thy husband ? 

Phil. A golden Golding., his a good conceit 
That golden Golding is but loathfome droffe, 

Nor is it gold that I fo much efteeme j 
Dull is the richeft treafure that we have, 

Nor is the beauty of the fairell one, 

Of higher price or valew unto me, 

Than is a lumpe of poore deformity. 

Father, you know my minde, and what I faid, 

Which if you grant not, I will reft a maide. 

Enter Fid. 

Maf. Flo. To die a maide, that is no good 
conceit 

Fid. Mailer, where’s my mailer 1 here’s one would 
couple a brace of words with you. 

Ma. FIo7£/. With me fir ? 

Fid, No fir, with my young Millris. ^ 

M^f. Flow. What is he knave 1 

Fid. A crooked knave fir, his the Cripple. 

Ma. Flo. What would he have % he hath no good 
conceit, 

’Tis he that hath bewitch'd my daughters heart, 

He is a knave, goe fend him packing hence. 

Phil. As you refpe6l the welfare of your child, 
Deere father, let me fpeake with him. 

Ma. Flo. Speake with him % no, it is no good 
conceit, 

I know he comes to runne away with thee. 

Fid. E-unne away with her ? well may Ihe carry 
him, but if he runne away with her, ile never trull 
cratch more. 
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Maf. Flo, Th#u faifl true Fiddle^ ^tis a good • 
conceit ; Exit Fid. 

Goe call him in, Franke Goldings it is he 
In the lame knaves difguife j a good conceit. 

Enter Franke. 

Now fir, what’s the newes with you, you come to 
fpeake with my daughter % 

Frank, Yea fir, about a little worke I have oi 
hers. 

Jfq/l Flow, What worke, you knave 1 no, thou 
hall fome conceit, 

To rob me of my daughter ; but away : 

I like not that conceit, out of my doores. 

Phil, Unhappy Phillis^ and unfortunate. 

Frank, Sir, I am content, ile not move your 
patience. 

Phil, Life of my living body, if thou goe. 

Though not alive take me hence dead with woe. 

Jhe fwoundsa 

Berry. In troth fir, you are too blame. 

Ma, Flow, What, is flie dead ? it is no good con- 
ceit. 

Speake to me Phillis^ O vnhappy time, 

Sweete Girle, deere daughter, O my onely joy, 

Speake to thy father wench, in fome conceit. 

What, not a word ? 

Berry, Now may you fee, what fell impatience 
Begets upon fuch tender plants as thefe. 

Mif. Flow, Now may we fee the folly of old 
age, 

Govern’d by fpleene, and overweening rage. 

Maf, Flow. Speake to me, daughter, 

And thou lhalt have, what not % covet’fl thou gold % 
Thou lhalt not want for crownes, thou lhalt have all i 
O was my fury author of thy trance ? 

Did I deny thy loves acceffe to thee % 

Speake but one word and thou lhalt be his wife, 

G 2 
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By heaven thou fhalt. 

Phil. I take you at your word ; it is no paine 
To die for love, and then revive agame. 

Berry, Now M. P/ower, how like you this con- 
ceit ? 

Hath the not overreach’d you ? 

Maf, Flo. My word is pail, and yet for all my 
rage, 

I rather choofe to faile in my conceit, 

And wed thee Phillis to thine owne content. 

Heere, take my daughter, Cripple^ love her well. 

Be kind to her, and ile be kind to thee, 

Thou art but poore, well I will make thee rich, 

And fo God bleffe you, with a good conceit. 

Frafik. I thanke you, when I leave to love my 
wife, 

Heaven haflen death, and take away my life. , 

Maf. Flo. ’Tis well done Franke^ I applaud thy 
wit, 

And I know I faile not in conceit. 

Enter Cripple^ Ferdinand, Anthony, Bowdler. 

Crip. Gentlemen, fweet bloods, or brethren of a 
family, 

I would fpeake with Phillis, lhall I have audience? 

Phil Helpe me deare father, O helpe me Gentle- 
men, 

This is fome fpirit, drive him from my fight. 

Frank. Were he the devill, thou fhouldfl not 
budge a foote. 

Bow. Zounds two Cripples, two dogs, two 
curres, ’tis wonderfull 1 

Frafik. Feare not deare heart 

Phil. Hence foule deformitie. 

Nor thou, nor he, ihall my companion be, 

If Cripples dead, the living feeme to haunt, 
lie neither of either, therefore I fay avaunt ; 

Helpe me, father. 
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Frank. Deere lieart, revoke thefe words, 

Here are no fpirits, nor deformities, 

I am a counterfeit, Cripple now no more, 

But young Franke Golding as I was before : 
i\raaze not love, nor feeme not difcontent, 

Nor thee, nor him fhali ever this repent. 

Ferd. M. Flower., I come to claime your promife. 

Anth. I come for yours, your daughter I doe 
meane. 

Maf. Flo. My promife ^ why fir, you refus’d my 
promife, 

And fent me word fo in your letter. 

Mif. Flo. And fo did you to me, and now ’tis pall, 
Your brother Franke hath both our free confents. 

Ferd. Sir, fir, I wrote no letter. 

Anth. By heaven, nor I. 

Frank. But I did for you both ; I was your Scribe, 
The whim you went to fee your houfe a fire : 

And you (as I remember) I did fend, 

To fee your filler drown’d at London-bridge, 

Ferd. Yfaith, good brother, have you ore>reach’d 
us fo ^ 

Anth. So cunningly, that none of us could know. 

Ferd. For all this cunning, I will breake the match. 

Anth. And fo will I. 

Frank. Why brothers, fhe’s mine by her fathers gift. 

Ferd. Brother you lie, you got her with a Ihift. 

Frank. I was the hrft that lov’d her. 

Ferd. That’s not fo, ’twas I. 

Anth. Catch that catch can, then brothers both 
you liei 

M. Flow. Yea, but conceit me Gentlemen, what 
doe you meane to fpoile my daughter? you claim 
her, and I have given her your younger brother; 
this is no good conceit : why how now Phillis, ftill 
drooping? cheare thee my girle, fee a company of 
Gentlemen are at flrife for thy love ; iooke up, and 
in this faire aflembly make thine owne choice ; 
choofe where thou wilt, and ufe thine owne conceit 
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Phil. But will my father then afplaud my choice ? 
Maf. Flo. I will. 

Phil. And will thefe worthy Gentlemen be pleas’d. 
How ever my diflike or liking prove ? 

All. We will. 

Phil. I mud confeffe you all have taken paines, 
And I can give but all for that paines taken, 

And all my all, is but a little love, 

And of a little who can make dividon 1 
I would I knew what would content you all. 

Ferd. Thy love. 

Anth. Thy life and love. 

Frank. Thy life, thy love, thy felfe, and all for me, 
For if I want but one, I then want thee. 

Phil. If then I give what either of you crave, 
Though net what you defire, will it fufi&ce ? 

Ferd. I wilh but love. 

Phil. And as a friend you have it. 

Anth. I life, and love. 

Phil. And as your friend, I vow, 

To love you whild I live, as I doe now. 

Frank. I aske but all, for I deferve no more. 

Phil. And thou fhalt have thy wifh, take all my 
dore, 

My love, my felfe. 

Frank. By heaven, I aske no more : 

Brothers, have done, and Dad, to end all drife, 

Come take her hand, and give her for my wife. 

Maf. Flo. With all my heart, and dis a good 
conceit. 

Bow, Gentlemen, patience is your faired play. 
Ferd. Impatience puls me hence, for this difdaine, 
I am refolv’d never to love againe. Exit. 

Anth. Stay brother Ferdinand, ile follow thee, 
Farewell all love, ’tis full of treachery. Exit. 

Bow. By heavens Fp'afike I do commend thy 
wit, 

Come Mall, ihall thou and I aske bleffing too lor 
company ? 
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Mali. You and ^ fir, alas, we are not play-fellowes, 
though we be turtles : I am provided. 

Bow. Provided 1 why am not I thy Menelaus I 
Mall I fir, but this my Faris^ I am refolv’d, 

\nd what I doe is by authority. 

Bow. Is it even fo, is Hellen ilolne by Paris ? 
Then thus in armes will Meiielaus mourne, 

Till Troy be fack’d, and Hellena returne. Exit. 

Enter M. Wood, and Officers. 

Wood. This is the man, officers attach him upon 
fellony. 

Office. M. Flower, I arrefl you upon fellony, and 
charge you to obey. 

Maf. Flo. Arrefl me upon fellony % at whofe fuit ? 
Wood. Sir, at mine ; where had you that Diamond 
on your finger ; it was Hole from me, and many other 
lewels, to the value of a hundred pound. 

Maf. Flo. This is no good conceit ; hath Captaine 
Racket 

Banded old Flower to fuch an exigent % 

I hope my credit fomewhat will affifl me j 
Well, whither mufl I goe % 

Woods. Straight to the bench, where now the 
Judges are 

To give you fpeedy tryall. 

Maf. Flo. Words here are little worth, wife and 
friends all 

Goe with me to my tryall, you fhall fee 
A good conceit now brought to infamy. Exeunt 
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The Prologue. 


I Come hit like a Harhenger being fent, 

To tell you what thefepreparatmis meane : 

Looke for no glorious Jiate^ our mufe is bent 
Vpon a barrem fubidl : a bare fceane. 

We could afford this twig a Tmber tree, 

Whofe flrength might boldly on your fauours build^ 

Our Rujfet^ Tiffew : Drone^ a Hbny-Bee, 

Our barrein plot, a large and fpacious fielde. 

Our courfe fare, banquets : our thin Water, Wine : 
Our Brooke, a Sea : our Bats eyes. Eagles fight : 

Our Poets dull aiid earthy mufe, Diuine : 

Our Rauens, Doues : our Crowes hlacke f ethers, white* 
But gentle thoughts when they may giue the foyle, 
Sauethem that yeeld, and fpa7'e where they may fpoyle* 





Enter maijler lohn Frankefo7'd^ Sir Francis 

Mijiris A^on, Sir Cha^'lcs Mountford^ Maijler 
MalMe, Maijler Wendoll^ and Maijler CranwelL 

Francis. O Ome muficke there, none lead the Bride 
^ a dance ? 

Charles. Yes^ would ihe dance the Ihaking of the 
fheetes ? 

But thats the dance her Husband meanes to lead her ? 
Wen, Thats not the dance that euery man mull 
dance 

According to the Ballad. 

' Francis. Mufick ho, 

By your leaue Sifter, by your Husbands leaue 
I ftiould haue faid, the hand that but this day 
Was giuen you in the Church, He borrow : Sound, 
This marriage muficke hoifts me from the ground. 

Ftafik. I, you may caper, you are light and free, 
Marriage hath yoakt my heeles, pray then pardon me. 
Francis. He haue you dance to, Brother. 

CJia^des, Maifter Frankford, 

You are a happy man fir, and much ioy 
Succeede your marriage mirth,’'you haue a wife 
So qualified, and with fuch ornaments 
Both of the mind and body. Firft her Birth 
Is Noble, and her education fuch 
As might become the Daughter of a Prince, 

Her owne tongue fpeakes all tongues, and her owne 
hand 

Can teach all ftrings to fpeake in their beft grace 
From the Ihrill treble, to the hoarfeft bafe. 
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To end her many praifes in one woj:d, 

Shes beauty, and perfedlions eldefl^ x)aughter, 

Onely found by yours, though many a hart hath 
fought her. 

Frank. But that I know your vertues and chall 
thoughts, 

I Ihould be iealous of your praife Sir Charles. 

Cran. He fpeakes no more then you approue. 
Malby. Nor flatters he that giues to her her due. 
Anne. I would your praife could find a fitter 
theame 

Then my imperfedl beauty to fpeake on ; 

Such as they be, if they my Husband pleafe, 

They fuffice me now I am married : 

His fweet content is like a flattering glaffe, 

To make my face feeme fairer to mine eye : 

But the leafl wrinkle from his llormy brow, 

Will blafl the Rofes in my cheekes that grow. 

Jbrands. A perfedl wife already, meeke and 
patient j 

How ftrangely the word husband fits your mouth : 

Not married three hours fince Sifter, ’tis good ; 

You that begin betimes thus, mufl needs prone 
Pliant and dutious in your Husbands loue j 
Gramercies brother, wrought her to it already : 

Sweete Husband, and a curtTie the firft day ; 

Marke this, marke this, you that are Batchellers, 

And neuer tooke the grace of honefl man, 

Marke this again 11 you marry, this one phrafe : 

In a good time that man both wins and wooes, 

That takes his wife downe m her wedding fhooes. 

Frank. Your filler takes not after you Sir Francis^ 
All his wilde blood your Father fpent on you : 

He got her in his age, when he grew ciuill ; 

All his mad trickes were to his land intaiied, 

And you are heyre to all : your Siller, Ihe 
Hath to her Dowre, her Mothers modeftie. 

Char. Lord fir, in what a happy Hate Hue you ; 
This morning which {to many) feemes a burthen, too 
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Heauy to beare, k vnto you a pleafure. 

This Lady is no wg, as many are ; 

She doth become you like a well-made fuite, 

In which the Tailor hath vf ’d all his art : 

Not like a thicke Coate of vnfeafon’d frieze 
Forc’d on your backe in fmnmer ; fhee’s no chaine 
To tie your necke, and curbe you to the yoake ; 

But Ihee’s a chaine of gold to adorne your necke : 
You both adorne each other, and your hands 
Me thinkes are matches ; there’s equality 
In this faire combination ; you are both Schollers, 
Both young, both being defcended nobly : 

There’s muficke in this fympathy, it carries 
Confort, and expedlation of much ioy, 

Which God beflow on-you, from this firll day, 

Vntill your diffolution, that’s for aye. 

Frafi. We keep you here too long good brother 
Frankford, 

Into the Hall : away, go cheere your guells. 

What, Bride & Bnde-groome both withdrawn at once ? 
If you be mift, the guefls will doubt their welcome, 
And charge you with vnkindneffe. 

Frank. To preuent it, 

He leaue you heere, to fee the dance within. 

Afine, And fo will I. Exit. 

Fran. To part you it were fm. 

Now gallants, while the Towne Mufitians 
Finger their frets within ; and the mad lads 
And countrey laffes, euery mothers childe. 

With Nofe-gaies and Bridelaces in their hats, 

Dance all their country meafures, rounds, and ligges, 
What lhall we do ? Harke, they are ail on the hoigh, 
They toile like Millhorfes, and turne as round ; 
Marry not on the toe : I, and they caper, 

But without cutting : you lhall fee tomorrow 
The hall floure peckt and dinted like a Mill-ilone, 
Made with their high fhooes ; though their skill be 
fmall, 

Yet they treade heauy where their Hob-nailes fall 
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Char. Well, leaue them to their foorts : Sir Frauds 
Ado7i / 

lie make a match with you, meete me to morrow 
At Cheuy-chafe.^ He flye my Hawke with yours. 

Fran. For what 1 for what ? 

Char. Why for a hundred pound. 

Fran. Pawne me fome gold of that. 

Char. Heere are ten Angels, 

He make them good a hundred pound to morrow 
Vpon my Hawks wing. 

Fran. ’Tis a match, 'tis done : 

Another hundred pound vpon your dogs, 

Dare ye Sir Charles % 

Char. I dare : were I fure to loofe 
I durfl do more then that : heere’s my hand, 

The firfl courfe for a hundred pound. 

Fran. A match. 

Wend. Ten Angels on Sir Francis Adlons Hawke : 
As much vpon his Dogs. 

Cran. I am for fir Charles Mountford^ I haue 
feene 

His Hawke and Doggebothtride: what clap yon hands'^ 
Or in no bargame ? 

We?id. Yes, and flake them downe ; 

Weie they hue hundred they were all my owne. 

Fran. Be flirring early with the Larke to morrow, 
He rife into my faddle ere the Sun 
Rife from his bed. 

Char. If there you miffe me, fay 
I am no Gentleman : He hold my day. 

Fran. It holds on all fides ; come, to night let’s 
dance, 

Earely to morrow let’s ‘prepare to ride, 

We had need be three iioures vp before the bride. 

Exit. 

Efiier Niche an^ lenkm.^ lacke Slimes Roger Brickbat., 
with Countrey wenches, and two or three Mujltians. 

lenk. Come Nick, take you loam Miniuer to trace 
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withall : lacke Slime trauerfe you with Sifly Milk-pale, 
I will take laneKTrubktn, and Roger Brickbat fhall 
haue Ifbel Motley, and now that they are bufie in the 
Parlour, come llrike vp, wee’l haue a crafh heere in 
the yard. 

Nick. My humor is not compendious ; dancing I 
poffeffe not, though I can foot it; yet fmce I am 
falne into the hands of Sifly Milk-pale, I confent. 

lack. Truly Nicke, though we were neuer brought 
vp like feruing Courtiers^ yet we haue beene brought 
vp with feruing creatures, I and Gods creatures too ; 
for we haue beene brought vp to feme Sheepe, 
Oxen, Horfes, Hogges, and fuch like ; and though we 
be but countrey fellowes, it may be in the way of 
dancing we can doe the Horfe-tricke as well as 
Seruing-men. 

Roger. I, and the croffe-point too. 

Jen. 0 Slime, O Brickbat, do not you know that 
companions are odious ; now we are odious our 
felues too, therefore there are no Gomparifons to be 
made betwixt vs. 

Nic. I am fodaine, and not fuperfiuous : 

I am quarrelfome, and not feditious : 

I am peaceable, and not contentious : 

I am breefe, and not compendious. 

Slime. Foote it quickly, if the Muficke ouercome 
not my melancholly, I fhall quarrell ; and if they 
fodainly do not flrike vp, I fhall prefently llrike thee 
downe. 

len. No quarrelling for Gods fake : truly if you 
doe, I lhall fet a knaue betweene ye. 

Slime. I come to dance, not to quarrell : come, 
what lhall it be ? Romero 2 

len. Rogero, no ; we will dance the beginning ot 
the world. 

Sifly. 1 loue no Dance fo well, as John come 
Mffe mee now. 

Nic. I that haue ere now deferu'd a cufhion, call 
lor the culhion dance. 
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Roger. For my part I like ^nothing fo wel as 

Tom Tyler, ^ 

lenh No wee’l hatie the hunting of the Fox. 

Shme, The Hay, the hay, there's nothing like the 
hay. 

. 'Nick, I haue faide, I do fay, and I will fay 
again e. 

len, Euery man agree to haue it as Nicke fayes, 
AIL Content. 

Nic. It hath bene, it now is, and it fhall be. 

Sifjy, What Mafter Nichlas, what % 

Nic, Put on your fmocke a Monday., 
len. So the dance will come cleanly off : come,, 
for Gods fake agree of fomething ; if you like not 
that, put it to the Mufitians, or let me fpeake for 
all, and wee’l haue Seliengers round. 

AIL That, that, that. 

Ntc, No I am refolu'd thus it fhali be, 

Firft take hands, then take ye to your heeles. 
len. Why, would you haue vs* run away ? 

Nic, No, but I would haue you fhake your heeles. 
Muficke flnke vp. 

They dance, Nick dancing fNcLks Jlately and 
fcurvily^ the reft after the Countrey fajhion, 
lenk. Hey liuely my Laffes, here’s a- turne for thee. 

Exit. 

Wind Hornes. E7iter Sir Charles, Sir E^'ands, Malhy, 
Cra?iwel, Wendoll, Fatdcofier, and Hwitfmen, 

Char. So, well caft off; aloft, aloft, well flowne : 

O now fhe takes her at the fowfe, and flrikes her 
Downe to the earth, like a fwift thunder-clap. 

Wend. She hath flroke ten Angels out of my way.. 
Eran. A hundred pound from me.. 

Char, What Faulc’ner ^ 

EauL At hand Sir. 

Char. Now fhe hath feif’d the Fbwle; & gins to. 
plume her, 
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Rebecke her not rather Hand Hill and checke her. 

So : feife her Gets,^er leHes, and her Eels : 

Away. 

Fran. My Hawke kilFd too; 

Char. I, but ’twas at the querre, • 

Not at the mount, like mine. 

Fran. Judgement my Mailers. 

Cran. Yours mill her at the Ferre. 

Wend. I but| our Merlin firH had plum’d the 
Fowle, 

And twice renewed her from the Riuer too ; 

Her Eels Sir Francis- had not both one waight. 

Nor was one femi-tune aboue the other: 

Mee thinkes thefe Millaine bels do found too full, 

And fpoile the mounting of your Hawke. 

Char. Tis loft. 

Fran. I grant it not Mine likewife feifd a Fowle 
Within her talents ; and you faw her pawes 
Full of the Feathers : both her petty fingles, 

And her long fingles, grip’d her more then other ; 

The Terrials of her legges were Hain’d with blood : 
Not of the Fowle onely Ihe did difcomfite 
Some of her Feathers, but fhe brake away. 

Come, come, your Hawke is but a Rider. 

Char. How ? 

Fra7i. I, and your Dogges are trindle-tailes and 
curs. 

* Char. You Hirre my blood. 

You keepe not one good Hound in all your Kennel! ; 
Nor one good Hawke vpon your Perch. 

Fran. How Knight? 

Char. So Knight ; you will not fwagger Sir ? 

Fran. Why fay I did ? 

Char. Why Sir, I fay you would gaine as much by 
. fwagg’ring 

As you haue got by wagers on your Dogges,. 

You will come fhort in all things, 

Fran. Not in this, 

Now ile ftrike home. 
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Char. Thou lhalt to thy long lyme, 

Or I will want my will. ^ 

Fran. All they that loue Sir Francis follow mee. 
Char. All that affedl Sir Charles draw on my 
part. 

Cran. On this fide heaues my hand. 

Wend. Here goes my hart. 

They diuide themfelues. 

Sir Charles.^ C^anwel^ Fauconer^ and Huntfman^ fight 
againfi Sir Francis., Wendell, his Fatdconer, and 
Huntfman, and Sir Charles hath the better, and 
beats them away, killing both of Sir Francis his 
men. 

Char. My God ; what haue I done ? what haue I 
done ? 

My rage hath plung'd into a Sea of blood, 

In which my foule lies drown'd, poore innocents, 

For y/hom we are to anfwer : well 'tis done, 

And I remaine the Vi<5lor : A great conquefl, 

When I would giue this right hand, nay this head, 

To breath in them new life whom I haue flaine. 
Forgiue me God, 'twas in the heat of blood, 

And anger quite remooues me from my felfe : 

It was not I, but rage, did this vile murther • 

Yet I, and not my rage, muft anfwer it 
Sir Frafias Alton he is fled the field ; 

With him, all thofe that did partake his quarrel!, 

And I am left alone, with forrow dumbe, 

And in my heighth of conquefl, ouercome. 

Enter Sufan. 

Shifan. Oh God, my Brother wounded mong the 
dead ; 

Ynhappy ieft that in fuch eamefl ends ; 

The rumor of this feare flretcht to my eares, 

And I am come to know if you be wounded. 

Char. 0 Sifter, fifler, wounded at the heart 
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Sufan, My Go4 forbid. 

Char, In doing\hat thing which he forbad, 

I am wounded fifler. 

Suf, I hope not at the heart 
Chan Yes, at the heart 
Suf. O God : a Surgeon theie. 

Char. Call me a Surgeon filler for my foule, 

The finne of murther it hath piercM my heart, 

And made a wide wound there : But for thefe 
fcratches, 

They are nothing, nothing, 

Suf Charles, what haue you done ? 

Sir Frajuis hath great friends, and will purfue you 
Vnto the vtmoll danger of the Law. 

Char. My confcience is become my enemy, 

And will purfue me more then can. 

Suf O flye fweet Brother. 

Char, Shall I file from thee % 

Why Sue, art wearie of my company ? 

Suf. Fly from your foe. 

Char. You filler are my frend. 

And flying you, I fhall purfue my end. 

Suf Your companie is as my eie-ball deere, 

Being farre from you, no comfort can be neere : 

Yet flye to faue your life ; what would I care 
To fpend ray future age in black defpaire, 

So you were fafe : and yet to line one weeke 
Without my Brother Charles, through euery cheeke 
My llreaming teares would downewards run fo ranke, 
Till they could fet on either fide a banke, 

And in the midll a channel! ; fo my face 
For two fait water brookes, fhall fliil finde place. 

Char. Thou lhalt not weepe fo much, for I will 
flay 

In fpight of dangers teeth ; ile line with thee, 

Or ile not liue at all \ I will not fell 
My countrey, and my Fathers patrimony, 

Nor thy fweet fight, for a vaine hope of life. 
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Enter Sheriffe with Officers, 

Sher, Sir Charles, I am made the vnwilling inflra- 
ment 

Of your attach and apprehenfion : 

I am foriy that the blood of innocent men 
Should be of you exadled. It was told mee 
That you were guarded with a troope of Friends^ 

And therefore I come thus arm’d. 

Char, O mafler Sheriffe, 

I came into the held with many friends, 

But fee they all haue left me ; onely one 
Clings to my fad misfortune, my deere Sifter : 

I know you for an honeft Gentleman, 

I yeeld my weapons, and fubmit to you ; 

Conuey me where you pleafe. 

Sher, To prifon then, 

To anfwer for the Hues of thefe dead men. 

Sufan, Oh God, oh God. 

Char, Sweete Sifter, euery ftraine 
Of forrow from your heart augments my paine^ 

Your griefe abounds, and hits againfl my breil- 
Sher. Sir will you go ? 

Char, Euen where it likes you bell. 

Enter Majier Frankeford in a Jiudy, 

Frank, How happy am I amongfl other meSy 
That in my meane eftate imbrace content. 

I am a Gentleman, and by my birth 
Companion with a King, a Kings no more. 

I am poffeft of many faire reuenne^es, 

Sufficient to maintaine a Gentleman. 

Touching my minde, I am fludied in all Arts ; 

The riches of my thoughts, and of my time, 

Haue beene a good proficient : but the cheefe 
Of all the fweete felicities on earth. 



Mid with Kindnes. 103 

I haiie a faire, a clj^afte, and louing wife j 
Perfedlion all, all ti^tli, all ornament ; 

If man on earth may truely happy be, 

Of thefe at once pofieft, fare I am he. 

Enter Nicholas, 

Nick. Sir, there’s a Gentleman attends withoTit 
To fpeake with you. 

Frank, On horfe-backe. 

Nick. Yes, on horfebacke, 

Fran. Intreate him to alight, 1 will attend him*: 
Know’ft thou him Nicke% 

Nick. Know him, yes ; his name’s Wendolli 
It feemes he comes in hafl, his horfe is booted 
Vp to the flanke in mire j himfelfe all fpotted 
And Hain’d with plafhing : fare hee rid in feare, 

Or for a wager : Horfe and man both fweate, 

I neere faw two in fuch a fmoaking heate. 

Frank. Entreat him in, about it inflantly : 

This Wendoll I haue note^ and his carriage 
Hath pleafd me much ; by Obferuation 
I haue noted many good deferts in him ; 

Hee’s affable, and feene in many thinges, 

Difcourfes well, a good companion ; 

And though of fmall meanes, yet a Gentleman 
Of a good houfe, though fomewhat pared by want : 

I haue preferr’d him to a fecond place 
In my Opinion, and my bed regard- 

Enter Wendoll, Miftris Frankford, and Nicke. 

Anne. O M. Frankford, Mader Wendoll he ere 
Brings you the dranged newes that ere you heard. 

Fran. What newes fweet wife 1 what newes good 
M. Wendoll 

Wend. You knew the match made twixt Sir Francis 
Alton, 

And Sir Charles Mountford. 

Fran. True, with their Hounds and Hawkes. 
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Wend> The matches were both plaid. 

Fran. Ha : And which won ? 

WeJtd. Sir Francis your wiues Brother had the 
worft, 

And loft the wager. 

Fran. Why the worfe his chance ; 

Perhaps the fortune of fome other day 
Will change his lucke. 

Anne. Oh, but you heare not all. 

Sir Francis loft, and yet was loath to yeeld : 

At length the twO' Knights grew to di&erence, 

From words to blowes, and fo to banding fides ; 
Where valorous Sir Charles flew in his fpleene 
Two of your Brothers men : his Faulc’ner, 

And his good Huntsman whom he lou’d fo well ; 
More men were wounded, no more flaine outright. 

Fran. Now truft me I am forne for the Knight ; 
But is my brother fafe 'I 

Wend. All whole and found, 

His bodie not being blemifht with one wound : 

But poore Sir Charles is to the prifon led, 

To anfwere at th’ affize for them that’s dead. 

Fran. I thank your paines Sir j had the newes bin 
better 

Your will was to haue brought it M. Wendoll. 

Sir Charles will hnde hard friends : his. cafe is hey- 
nous, 

And will be mofl feuerely cenfur’d on ; 

I am forry for him. Sir, a word with you : 

I know you Sir to be a Gentleman 

In all things ; your poffibilities but meane : 

Pleafe you to vfe my Table, and my purfe, 

They are yours. 

Wend. O Lord fir, I fhall neuer deferue it. 

Frank. O fir difparage not your worth too mucl\ 
You are full of quality, and faire defert ; 

Choofe of my men which fhall attend on you, 

And he is yours. I will allow you fir 
Your man, your gelding, and your table all 
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,\t my owne charg'i, be my companion. 

Wend, M. Fraokford, I haue oft bin bound to 
you 

By many fauours : this exceeds them all, 

That I fhall neuer merit your leaft fauour. 

But when your lafl remembrance I forget, 

Heauen at my foule exadl that weighty debt. 

Frank, There needs no protellation : for I know 
you 

Vertuous, and therefore gratefulL Prethee Nan 
Vfe him with all thy louingfl curtelie. 

Afi, As farre as modefty may well extend, 

It is my duty to receme your friend. 

Frank, To dinner: come fir, from this prefect 
day 

Welcome to me for euer : come away. Exit, 

ddkk, I do not like this fellow by no meanes r 
I neuer fee him but my heart fLill ernes ; 

Zounds I could fight with him, yet know not why : 

The Deuill and he are all one in my eye. Extt, 

Enter lenkin, 

Jen, O Nicke^ what Gentleman is that comes to 
lie at our houfe ; my mafler allowes him one to wayte 
on him, and I beleeue it will fall to thy lot. 

Nick, I loue my mafter, by thefe Hilts I do": 

But rather then He euer come to feme him, 

He turne away my mafler. 

Enter Sijly, 

Sijly, NichlaSy where are you Nichlas, you muft 
come in Nichlas^ and helpe the young Gentleman off 
with his bootes. 

Nick, If I plucke off his boots, He eate the fpurs, 
And they fhall flicke faff in my throat like burs. 

Sijly, Then lenkin come you. 

Jen, Nay ffis no boote for me to deny it. My 
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Mailer hath giuen me a coate h^e, but he takes 
paines himfelfe to brufh it once A twice a day with 
a holly-wand. 

Sifly. Come, come, make hall that you may walh 
yOur hands againe, and helpe to ferue in dinner. 

Ten, You may fee my maflers, though it be after- 
noone with you, ’tis but early dayes with vs, for wee 
haue not din^d yet : flay but a little, He but go in and 
helpe to beare vp the lirll courfe, and come to you 
againe prefently. Exit, 

Enter Malhy a7id CrmiwcL 

Med, This is the Seffidns day, pray can you tell 
me 

How yong Sir Charles hath fped : Is he acquit, 

Or muH he try the Lawes Hridi penalty ? 

Cran, Hee’s cleer’d of all fpight of his enemies, 
Whofe earnell labour was to take his life : 

But in this fute of pardon, he hath fpent 
All the reuennewes that his Father left him ; 

And he is now turn'd a plain e Countrey man, 
Reform'd in all things : See fir, here he comes. 

Enter Sir Charles and his Keeper, 

Keeper, Difcharge your fees, and you are then at 
freedome. 

Char, Here M. Keeper, take the poore re- 
mainder 

Of all the wealth I haue : my heauy foes 
Haue made my purfe light ; but alas to me 
'Tis wealth enough that you haue fet me free. 

MaL God giue you ioy of your deliuery, 

I am glad to fee you abroad Sir Charles, 

Char, The poorell Knight in England M. Malby ; 
My life hath coft me all the patrimony 
My Father left his fonne ^ well, God forgiue them 
That are the Authors of my penury. 
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^nter Shqffon. 

Shaf, Sir Charles, a hand, a hand, at liberty : 

Now by the faith I owe I am glad to fee it 
What want you ? wherein may I pleafure you ? 

Char. Oh me : O moft vnhappy Gentleman : 

I am not worthy to haue friends ftirr’d vp, 

Whofe hands may helpe me in this plunge of want : 

I would I were in heauen, to inherit there 

Th’ immortall birth-right which my Sauiour keepes, 

And by no vnthrift can be bought and fold ; 

For here on earth what pleafures Ihould we trull ? 

Shaf. To rid you fronf thefe contemplations, 
Three hundred pounds you fhall receiue of me : 

Nay fiue for faile : Come fir, the fight of Golde 
Is the moll fweet receit for melancholy, 

And will reuiue your fpirits. You lhall hold Law 
With your proud aduerfaries. Tufh, let Franke 
A^on 

Wage with his Knight-hood like expence with me, 
And he will finke, he will : Nay, good Sir Charles 
Applaud your Fortune, and your faire efcape 
From all thefe perils. 

Char. Oh fir, they haue vndone me : 

Two thoufand and fiue hundred pound a yeare 
My Father at his death poffell me of; 

All which the enuious Adlon made me fpend* 

And notwithflanding all this large expence, 

I had much ado to gaine my liberty : 

And T haue onely now a houfe of pleafure, 

With fome hue hundred pounds, referued 
Both to maintaine me and my louing Sifler. 

Shaf. That muft I haue, it lies conuenient for 
me : 

If I can fallen but one finger on him. 

With my full hand He gripe him to the heart. 

’Tis not for lone I proffer'd him this coine, 

But for my gaine and pleafure. Come Sir Charles, 
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I know you haue neede of moneys take my offer. 

Char. Sir I accept it, and rem^ne indebted 
Euen to the befl of my vnable power. 

Come Gentlemen, and fee it tendred downe. 


Enter We}idoll melancholy. 

I am a Villen if I apprehend 

But fuch a thought . then to attempt the deede, 

Slaue thou art damn’d without redemption. 

He driue away this paffion with a fong : 

A fong, ha, ha : A fong, as if fond man 

Thy eyes could fwim m laughter, when thy foule 

Lies drencht and drowned in red teares of blood. 

He pray, and fee if God within my heart 

Plant better thoughts : why prayers are meditations ; 

And when I meditate (Oh God forgiue me) 

It is on her diuine perfedlions. 

I will forget her ; 1 will arme my felfe 
Not t’entertaine a thought of loue to her : 

And when I come by chance into her prefence, 

He hale thefe bals vntiil my eye firings cracke, , 
From being pull’d and drawne to looke that way. 

Enter ouer the Jiage^ Frankfordi his wife^ and 
Nicke. 

0 God, O God ! with what a violence 

1 am hurried to my owne deflru6lion. 

There goeil thou the moL perfedlll man 
That euer England bred a Gentleman, 

And fhall I wrong his bed % Thou God of Thunder 
Stay in thy thoughts of vengeance and of wrath, 
Thy great almighty, and all-iudging hand 
From fpeedy execution on a Villen, 

A villen and a Traitor to his friend. 
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Enter lenkin. 

lenk. Did your worfliip call % 

Wend. He doth maintaine me, he allowes mee 
largely 

Money to fpend. 

Jen. By my faith fo do not you me, I cannot get a 
croffe of you. 

Wend. My Gelding, and my man. 
len. That’s Sorrell and I. 

Wen. This kindneffe growes of no alliance ’fwixt 
vs. 

Ie?i. Nor is my feruice of any great acquaintance. 
Wen. I neuer bound him to me by defert r 
Of a meere Hranger, a poore Gentleman ; 

A man by whom in no kinde he could gaine : 

He hath plact me in the height of al his thoughts;^ 
Made me companion with the bell and cheefefl 
In Yorke-fhire. He cannot eate without me, 

Nor laugh without me : I am to his body 
As neceffary as his digeflion ; 

And equally do make him whole or ficke : 

And fliall I wrong this man ? Bafe man, ingrate ; 
Hall thou the power ftraight with thy goary hands, 

To rip thy Image from his bleeding heart % 

To fcratch thy name from out the holy booke 
Of his remembrance ; and to wound his name 
That holds thy name fo deere ? Or rend his heart 
To whom thy heart was knit and ioyn’d together? 
And yet I mufl ; Then Wendoll be content ; 

Thus villaines when they would, cannot repent. 

Jen. What a ftrange humor is my new mafler in, 
pray God he be not mad : if he fhould bee fo, I llrould 
neuer haue any minde to feme him in Bedlam. It 
may bee hee’s mad for miffing of me. 

Wen. What lenkin^ where’s your Miflris ? 

Ten. Is your worffiip married % 

Wen. Why doll thou aske ? 
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len, Becaufe you are my Mafkr, and if I haue a 
miflris I would be glad like* a g(i?6d feruant tO; do my 
duty to hir. 

Wen. I meane wlieres Miflris Frankford. 
len. Marry fix her husband is riding out of towne, 
and fhe went very louingly to bring him on his way to 
horfe : Do you fee fir^ here fhe comes^ and here 
I go. 

Wen, Vanifh. 

Enter Miflris Frankeford. 

Anne, You are well met Sir ; now introth my hus- 
band 

Before he tooke horfe had a great dehre 
To fpeake with you : we fought about the houfe, 
Hallow’d into the fields, fent euerie way, 

But could not meete you : therefore he inioyn’d me 
To do vnto you his mofl kinde commends. 

Nay more, he wils you as you prize his loue. 

Or hold in eflimation his kinde friendfhip;, 

To make bold in his abfence, and command 
Euen as himfelfe were prefent in the houfe : 

For you mull keepe his Table, vfe his feruants, 

And be a prefent Fraiikfof'd in his abfence. 

Wend, I thanke him for his loue. 

Giue me a name you whofe infedlious tongues 
Are tipt with gall and poifon, as you would 
Thinke on a man that had your Father flaine ; 

Murdred your children, made your wiues bafe ftrum- 
pets 

So call me, call me fo : Print in my face 
The mofl fligmaticke title of a villaine, 

For hatching treafoii to fo true a friend. 

Anne. Sir you are much beholding to my hus- 
band ; 

You are a man mofl deere in his regard. 

We/ 2 d. 1 am bound vnto your husband, and you* 
to^ 
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I will not fpeake ^io wrong a Gentleman 
Of that good ellinb.tion, my kmde friend : 

I will not, zounds I will not I may choofe. 

And I will choofe. Shall I be fo milled ? 

Or fhali I pur chafe to my Fathers creH 
The Motto of a villen ?’ If I fay 
I will not do it, what thing can inforce me ? 

What can compel! me What fad delliny 
Hath fuch command vpon my yeelding thoughts V 
I will not Ha^: fome fury prickes me on, 

The fwift Fates drag me at their Chariot wheele, 

And hurry me to mifchiefe. Speake I muft ; 

Iniure my felfe, wrong her, deceiue his trull. 

Anne. Are you not well fir that you feeme thus* 
trobled ? 

There is {edition in your countenance 1 

Wend. And in my heart faire* Angell, chafle and. 
wife : 

I loue you : flart not, fpeake* not, anfwer not 
I loue you : Nay let me fpeake the reft : 

Bid me to fweare, and I will call to record 
The hoaft of heauen. 

Anne. The hoaft of heauen forbid 
Wendoll fhould hatch fuch a dilloyall thought^ 

We7id. Such is my fate, to this fuite I was home,. 
To weare rich pleafures crown e, or fortunes fcorne. 
Anne. My husband loues you. 

Wend. I know it 
Afine. He elleemes you 
Euen as his braine, his eye-ball, or his heart. 

W^nd. I haue tried it 

A^me. His purfe is your Exchequer, and his table 
Doth freely ferue you. 

We?id. So I haue found it. 

Anne. O with what face of braffe ? what brow m 
Heele 

Can you vnblufhing fpeake this to the face 
Of the efpouf M wife of fo deere a friend ? 

It is my husband that maintaines your Hate, 
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Will you dilhonor him that in your^power 
Hath left his whole affaires % I anf his wife, 

It is to me you fpeake ^ 

Wend, O fpeake no more, 

For more then this I know, and haue recorded 
Within the red-leau’d Table of my heart ; 

Faire, and of all belou’d, I was not fearefull 
Bluntly to giue my life into your hand ; 

And at one hazard all my earthly meanes. 

Go, tell your husband ; he will turne me off, 

And I am then vndone : I care not I, 

’Twas for your fake. Perchance in rage heel kill me 
I care not, ’twas for you. Say I incurre 
The generall name of Villaine through the world ; 
Of Traitor to my friend : I care not I. 

Beggery, fhame, death, fcandall, and reproch, 

For you He hazard all, why what care I : 

For you He Hue, and in your loue lie dye. 

Anne, You moue me fir to paffion and to pitty : 
The loue I beare my husband, is as precious 
As my foules health. 

Wen. I loue your husband too, 

And for his loue I will ingage my life ; 

Miflake me not, the augmentation 
Of my fmcere affedlion borne to you 
Doth no whit leffen my regard of him. 

I will be fecret Lady, clofe as night : 

And not the light of one fmall glorious Starre 
Shall fliine heere in my forehead, to bewray 
That adl of night 

Anne. What fliall I fay 1 
My foule is wandring, and hath lofl her way. 

Oh mafler Wendol, oh. 

We^id. Sigh not fweet Saint ; 

For euery fighe you breath, drawes from my heart 
A drop of blood. 

Anne. I ne’re offended yet : 

My fault (I feare) will in my brow be writ. 

Women that fail not quite bereft of grace, 
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Haixe their offenc«s noted in their face ; 

I blufli and am altfcim’d. Oh mailer Wendoll^ 

Pray God I be not borne to curfe your tongue 
That hath inchanted me. This Maze I am in, 

I feare will proue the labyrinth of fin. 

Ejiter Nicke 

Wend The path of pleafure, and the gate to 
bliffe, 

Which on your lips I knock at with a kiffe. 

JVic. He kill the Rogue. 

We/L Your husband is from home, your bed's no 
blab : 

Nay looke not downe and bluih. 

JVtc, Zounds He flab. 

I JWek, was it thy chance to come iull in the nicke : 

I loue my mafler, and I hate that flaue ; 

I loue my miflris, but thefe trickes I like not : 

My mafler fhall not pocket vp this wrong, 

lie eate my fingers firft. What fayfl thou mettle ? 

Do’s not the rafcall Wendoll go on legs 

That thou mufl cut off ^ Hath he not ham-firings 

That thou mufl hogh ? Nay mettle, thou fhall flaiid 

To all I fay. He henceforth turne a fpy, 

And watch them in their clofe conueyances : 

I neuer look'd for better of that rafcall 
Since he came miching firfl into our houfe : 

It is that Sathan hath corrupted her j 

For fhe was faire and chafl. He haue an eye*t 

In all their geflures. Thus I think of them, 

(If they proceede as they haue done before) 

Wendots a Knaue, my Miflris is a Exit 

Enter Charles and Sufan, 

Char, Sifler you fee we are driuen to hard drift, 
To keepe this poore houfe we haue left vnfold ; 

I am now inforc'd to follow husbandry, 
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And you to milke, and do we not I^ue well ? 

Well I thanke God. 

Sufa?i, O Brother, heeres a change 
Since old Sir Charles dyed in our Fathers houfe. 

Ch, All things on earth thus change, fome vp, 
fome down. 

Contents a kingdome, and I weare that crown e. 

Enter Shafton with a Sergeant 

Shaf, God morrow, god morrow, fir Charles^ what 
with your filler, 

Plying your husbandry ? Sergeant, Hand off ; 

You haue a pretty houfe heere, and a Garden, ' 

And goodly ground about it. Since it lyes 
So neere a Lordfhip that I lately bought, 

I would faine buy it of you. I will gme you 

Char, O pardon me : This houfe fuccefsiuely 
Hath long’d to me and my progenitors 
Three hundred yeeres. My great great Grandfather ; 
He in whom firfl our gentle IHle began 
Dwelt heere ; and in this ground, increaft this Mole- 
hill 

Vnto that Mountaine which my Father left me. 

Where he the firft of all our houfe begun, 

I now the lall will end and keepe this houfe : 

This virgin Title neuer yet deflour’d 
By any vnthrift of the Motmtfords line ; 

In breefe, I will not fell it for more Gold 
Then you could hide or paue the ground withalL 
Shaf, Ha, ha, a proud minde and a Beggers 
purfe : 

Where’s my three hundred pounds, befides the vfe ? 

1 haue brought it to an execution 

By courfe of Law ; what, is my money ready? 

Char, An execution fir, and neuer tell me 
You put my bond in fuite, yoi^ deale extreamly. 

Shaf, Sell me the Land and lie acquit you 
firaight. 
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Char, Alas, alas : ’Tis all trouble hath left me 
To cherifh me and^ny poore Sillers life. 

If this were fold, our names fhould then be quite - 
Hac’d from the bed-roll of Gentility. 

You fee what hard lliift we haue made to keepe it ‘ 
Allyed Hill to our owne name : this palme you fee 
Labour hath glow’d within her filuer brow, 

That neuer tailed a rough winters blafL 
Without a Maske or Fan, doth with a grace 
Defie cold winter, and his flormes outface. 

Sufan. Sir^ we feed fparing, and we labour hard, 
We lie vneafie, to referue to vs 
And our fucceffion this fmall plot of ground. 

Char, I haue fo bent my thoughts to husbandry, 
That I protell I fcarfely can remember 
What a new fafhion is ; how filke or fatten 
Feeles in my hand : why pride is growne to vs 
A meere meere flranger. I haue quite forgot 
The names of all that euer waited on me. 

I cannot name ye any of my Hounds ; 

Once from whofe ecchoing mouths I heard all 
muficke 

That ere my heart defired. What Ihould I fay ? 

To keepe this place I haue chang’d my felfe away. 
Shqf, Arreft him at my fuite j Adlions and 
adlions 

Shall keepe thee in continuall bondage*’^ fall. 

Nay more, He fue thee by a late appeale, 

And call thy former life in quellion. 

The Keeper is my friend, thou lhalt haue Irons, 

And vfage fuch as He deny to dogs : 

Away with him. 

Char. You are too timorous ^ but Trouble is my 
mailer, 

And I will feme him truly : my kinde filler 
Thy teares are of no force to mollifie 
This flinty man. Go to my Fathers Brother, 

* perpetuall bondage, 1607. 
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My Kinfmen and Allies ; intreat tern for me 
To ranfome me from this iniuriou^ man 
That feekes my ruine. 

Shaf, Come, irons, irons ; away, 

He fee thee lodg’d farre from the fight of day. 

Exeu7it 

Stif* My heart’s fo hardned with the froft of 
greefe, 

Death cannot pierce it through ; Tyrant too fell : 

So leade the fiends condemned foules to hell. 

Emter A6lon and Malbjy. 

Fran. Agen to prifon ; Malhy haft thou feene 
A poore flaue better tortur’d % Shall we heare 
The Muficke of his voice cry from the grate, 

Meaie for the Lords fake\ No, no, yet I am not 
Throughly reueng’d. They fay he hath a pretty 
wench 

Unto his Sifler : Shal I in mercy fake 
To him and to his Kindred, bribe the foole 
To fhame her felfe by lewd difhoneft lull : 

He proffer largely, but the deede being done. 

He imile to fee her bafe confufion. 

MaL Methinkes Sir Francis you are full reueng’d 
For greater wrongs then he can proffer you r- 
See where the poore fad Gentlewoman flands. 

Fran. Ha, ha, now will I flout her pouerty, 

Deride her fortunes, fcoffe her bafe eflate ; 

My very foule the name of Mountford hates. 

But flay ; my heart, or what a looke did flye 
To flrike my foule through with thy piercing eye. 

I am inchanted, all my fpirits are fled ; 

And with one glance my enuious fpleene flrooke 
dead. 

Su/an. Adlon that feekes our blood. Etms away. 
Frwt. O chafLe and faire. 

MaL Sir Francis, why Sir Francis, zounds, in a 
trance ? 
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Sir Francis, what cheere man ? Come^ come, 
how ill ? 

Fran, Was the not faire % Or elfe this iudging 
eye 

Cannot diilinguish beauty. 

MaL She was faire. 

Fran. She was an Angell in a mortals lhape, 

And ne’re defcended from old Mountfords line. 

But foft, foft, let me call my wits together. 

A poore, poore wench ; to my great Aduerfary 
Sifter : whofe very foules denounce fterne warre 
One againft other. How now Fra7ike-^ turn'd Foole 
Or madman whether ? But no mafter of 
My perfedl fenfes and diredleft wits. 

Then why ftiould I be in this violent humor 
Of paftion, and of loue ? And with a perfon 
So different euery way : and fo oppofd 
In all contractions, and ftill-warring aClions % 

Fie, fie, how I difpute againft my foule. 

Come, come, He gaine her ; or in her faire 
queft 

Purchafe my foule free and immortall reft. 

Enter or 4. ferutngmen, one with a Voyder and a 
woodden Knife to take away all^ another the fait 
and bread, another the Table-cloth and Napkins, 
another the Carpet, lenkin with two Lights after 
them. 

lenk. So, march in order and retire in battell 
array. My mafter and the guefts haue fupp’d 
already, all’s taken away : heere now fpread for the 
Seruingmen in the Hall. Butler, it belongs to your 
Office. 

But. I know it lenkin. 

What de’ye cal the Gentleman that fupt there to 
night ? 

Ten, Who my mafter ? 

But No no, mafter Wendoll a daily Gueftj 
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I meane the Gentleman that cai^ but this after- 
noone. 

len. His name’s M. CranweL Gods light ; harke 
within there, my mailer cals to lay more Billets vppon 
the fire. Come, come, Lord how wee that are in 
Office heere in the houfe are troubled. One fpred the 
Carpet in the Parlour, and Hand ready to fnuffe the 
lights, the reH be ready to prepare their Homackes. 
More lights in the Hall there. Come Nicklas. 

Exit, 

Nic, I cannot eate, but had I Wendois heart 
I would eate that ; the Rogue growes impudent. 

Oh I haue feene fuch vil’de notorious trickes, 

Ready to make my eyes dart from my head. 

He tell my mailer, by this ayre I will ; 

Fall what may fall, He tell him. Here he comes. 

Enter Majier Frankeford^ as it were hrujlimg the 
Crummes from his clothes with a Napkin^ as 
netuly rifen from flipper, 

Fran, Nichlas what make you heere ? why are 
not you 

At fupper in the Hall among your fellowes 1 

Nic, Matter I ftaide your rifing from the boord 
To fpeake with you. 

Fran, Be breefe then gentle Nicklas^ 

My wife and guells attend me in the Parlour ; 

Why doft thou paufe? Now Nichlas you want 
money ; 

And vnthrift-like would eate into your wages 
Ere you haue earn’d it : heere firs half a crowne ; 

Play the good husband, and away to fupper. 

Nick, By this hand an honourable Gentleman ; I 
will not fee him wrong’d. Sir, I haue feru’d you 
long: you entertain’d me feuen yeeres before your 
beard. You knew me fir before you knew my 
millris. 

Frank, What of this good Nicklas ? 
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Nich I neuer «vas a make-bate, or a Knane ; 

I liaue no fault buf'one, I’me giuen to quarrell, 

But not with women. I will tell you Mailer 
That which will make your heart leape from your 
breft ; 

Your hair to flartle from your head, your eares to 
tingle. 

Frafik, What preparation’s this to difmall newes ? 
NicL Sblood fir I loue you better then your wife ; 
He make it good. 

Fran. Thou art a knaue, and I haue much adoe 
With wonted patience to containe my rage, 

And not to breake thy pate. Thou art a knaue ; 

He turne you with your bafe comparifons 
Out of my doores. 

Nick. Do, do. 

There is not roome for Wendoll and me too 
Both in one houfe. Oh mailer, mafter, 

That Wendoll is a villaine. 

Fran. I, fancy. 

Nick. Strike, ilrike, do, ilrike ; yet heare mee, I 
am no Foole, 

I know a villaine when I fee him a6l 

Deeds of a villaine : mailer, mailer, that bafe ilaue 

Enioyes my miilris, and diihonors you. 

Fr. Thou hafl kild me with a weapon whofe fharp 
point 

Hath prick'd quite through & through my ihiu’ring 
hart. 

Drops of cold fweate fit dangling on my haires, 

Like mornings dew upon the golden flowers ; 

And I am plung’d into ilrange agonies. 

What didft thou fay % If any word that toucht 
His credit, or her reputation ; 

It is as hard to enter my beleefe, 

As Diues into heauen. 

Nicke. I can gaine nothing ; 

They are two that neuer wTong'd me. I knew 
before 
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Twas but a tbanklefle office ; and perhaps 

As much as is my feruice, or my life 

Is worth. All this I know : But this and more, 

More by a thoufand dangers could not hire me 
To fmother fuch a heinous wrong from you ; 

I faw, and I haue fayd. 

Fran. Tis probable; though blunt, yet he is 
honefl : 

Though I durft pawne my life, and on their faith 
Hazard the deere faluation of my foule : 

Yet in my truft I may be too fecure. 

May this be true % O may it ? Can it be ? 

Is it by any wonder poffible % 

Man, woman, what thing mortall may we trufl, 

When friends and bofome wiues prone fo vniufl? 

What inllance haft thou of this ftrange report % 

Nic. Eyes, eyes. 

Frank. Thy eyes may be deceiffid I tell thee : 

For fhould an Angell from the heauens drop downe, 
And preach this to me that thy felfe hail told, 

He fhould haue much ado to win beleefe, 

In both their loues I am fo confident. 

Nic. Shall I difcourfe the fame by circumftance ? 
Fran. No more; to fupper, & command your 
fellowes 

To attend vs and the flrangers. Not a word 
I charge thee on thy life, be fecret then, 

For I know nothing. 

Nick. I am dumbe ; and now that I haue eafd my 
flomacke, I will go fill my llomacke. 

Fran. Away, be gone. 

She is well borne, defcended Nobly ; 

Vertuous her education, her repute 
Is in the generall voice of all the Countrey 
Honed and faire ; her carriage, her demeanor 
ifn all her actions that concerne the loue * 

IjJo me her husband ; moded, chade, and godly. 
jQjiiall this feeming Gold plaine Copper ? 

^^he, that ludas that hath borne my purfe, 
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And fold me for a fin : Oh God, oh God, 

Shall I put vp thefeVrongs ? No, lhall I trufl 
The bare report of this fufpitious groome, 

Before the double guilt, the well-hatch Ore 

Of their two hearts ? No, I will loofe thefe thoughts : 

Diftradlion I will banifh from my brow, 

And from my lookes exile fad difcontent, 

Their wonted fauours in my tongue fhall flow \ 

Till I know all, He nothing feeme to know. 

Lights and a Table there. Wife, M. Wendot, 

And gentle Mafler CranwelL 


Enter Mijlris Fra7ikford^ Majler Wendoll, majler 
Cramvell^ Nicke and lenkin^ with Ca^^ds^ Carpefy 
Jlooles^ and other neceffaries, 

Fran. O m'after Cranwely you are a flranger heere, 
And often bailee my houfe : faith y’are a Churle : 

Now we haue fupp’d, a Table and to Cards. 

Ten. A paire of Cards Nichlas, and a Carpet to 
couer the Table ; where’s Szjly with her Counters and 
her box : Candles and Candleftickes there. Fie wee 
haue fuch a houfliold of feruing creatures, vnleffe it 
bee Niche and I, there’s not one amongft them all can 
fay bo to a Goofe. Wel-fed Niche. 

They fpr^d a Carpet^ fet downe lights and Cards. 

Anne. Come M. Franhfordy who fhall take my 
part ? 

Frank. Marry that will I fweet wife. 

Wend. No by my Faith fir, when you are togither 
I fitte out ; it niufl be miflris Frankford & I, or els it 
is no match. 

Fran. I do not like that match. 

Nicke. You haue no reafon marry knowing all. 

Frank. Tis no great matter neither. Come Mafler 
Cranwelly fhall you and I take them vp. 
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Crm, At your pleafure fin 

Fran* I mull looke to you mafler Wendoil, for you 
will be playing falfe : nay fo will my wife too. 

Nicke, Ij I will be fworne Ibe will. 

Anne, Let them that are taken playing falfe forfet 
the Set. 

Frank, Content, it fhall go hard but He take you, 
Cran, Gentlemen what lhall our game be ? 

We7id, Mafler Frankford you play bell at Noddy. 
Fran, You fhall not finde it fo, indeed you 
lhall not. 

Anne, I can play at nothing fo well as double 
ruffe. 

Fran, If mafler Wendoll and my wife be together, 
ther’s no playing againft them at double hand. 

Nic, I can tell you fir the game that mailer 
Wendoll is bell at. 

Wend. What game is that Nicke ? 

Nicke, Marry fir, Knaue out of doores. 

Wend, She and I will take you at Lodam* 

Anne, Husband lhall we play at Saint. 

Fra7i. My Saints turffd deuill. No wee’l none of 
Saint , 

You are befl at New-cut wife : youl play at that 
Wend, If you play at new-cut, I am foonell hitter 
of any heere for a wager. 

Frank. Tis me they play on. Well you may draw 
out 

For all your cunning : 'twill be to your lhame, 

He teach you at your New-cut a new game. 

Come, come. 

Cran. If you cannot agree vpon the game, to poll 
and paire. 

Wend. We fhall be foonefl paires, and my good 
hofl 

When he comes late home he muff kilTe the poff. 
Fran, Who euer wins it lhall be to thy coff. 

Cran, Faith let it be'Vide-ruffe, and let’s make 
honors. 
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Fran, If you «iake honors, one thing let me 
craue ; 

Honor the King and Queene : except the Knaue. 

Wend. Well as you pleafe for that. Lift who lhall 
deal. 

Anne. The leafL in fight: what are you Mafter 
Wendol% 

Wend. I am a Knaue. 

Nicke. He fweare it. 

Aime. I a Queene. 

Fr. A quean thou fhouldH fay : wel the cards are 
mine, 

They are the grofeft paire that ere I felt. 

Anne. Shuffle, He cut ; would I had neuer dealt ? 
Fran. I haue loft my dealing. 

Wen. Sir the faults in me ; 

This Queene I haue more then my owne you fee. 

Giue me the ilocke. 

Fra7i. My minds not on my game ; 

Many a deale I haue loft, the more’s your lhame. 

You haue feru’d me a bad tricke mafter Wendol 
Wen. Sir you muft take your lot. To end this 
llrife, 

I know I haue dealt better with your wife. 

Fran. Thou hafl dealt falfely then. 

Anne. What’s Trumpes ? 

Wend. Harts ; Partner I rub. 

Fran. Thou robfl me of my foule, of her chad 
loue, 

In thy falfe dealing thou had rob’d my heart. 

Booty you play, I like a loofer dand, 

Hauing no heart, or heere, or in my hand. 

I will giue o’re the Set, I am not well : 

Come who will hold my Cards 1 
Anne. Not well fweet M. Frankford ; 

Alas what ayle you ? Tis fome fodaine qualrae. 

Wend. How long haue you been fo mader Frank- 
ford ? 

Fran. Sir, I was ludy, and I had my health, 
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But I grew ill when you began to cjeale. 

Take hence this table. Gentle mailer Cranwell 
You are welcome ; fee your chamber at your plea- 
fure, 

I am forry that this Megrim takes me fo, 

I cannot fit and beare you company. 

lenkin fome lights, and ihew him to his chamber. 

Anne, A night-gowne for my husband, quickly 
there : 

It is fome rheume or cold. 

Wen, Now in good faith this ilneffe you haue 
got 

By fitting late without your gowne. 

Fran. I know it M. WeiidoL 
Go, go to bed, left you complaine like me : 

Wife, prethee wife into my bed-chamber, 

The night is raw and cold, and rheumaticke ; 

Leaue me my gowne and light, He walke away 
my fit. 

Wend. Sweet fir goodnight. 

Fran. My felfe good night. 

Anne. Shall I attend you husband? 

Fran. No gentle wife, thou’t catch cold in thy 
head \ 

Prethee begone fweete, He make haft to bed. 

Anne. No fleepe will fatten on mine eyes you 
know 

Vntill you come. Exit 

Frank. Sweet Nan I prethee go. 

I haue bethought me, get me by d^egrees 
The Keyes of all my doores, which I will mould 
In wax, and take their faire impreffion, 

To haue by them new keyes. This being compaft, 

At a fet houre a Letter lhall be brought me : 

And when they thinke they may fecureiy play, 

They are neareft to danger. Nick^ I mull rely 
Vpon thy trull and faithfull fecrecie. 

JNic. Builde on my faith. 

Frm. To bed then, not to rell \ 
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Care lodges in myl^raine, greefe in my breft. 

Enter Sir Charles his Sifter^ old Mbuntford, Sandy , 
Roder^ and Tydy, 

Moimt, You fay my Nephew is in great dif- 
trefle : 

Who brought it to him but his owne lewd life ? 

I cannot fpare a crofle. I mull confeffe 

He was my Brothers fonne : why Neece, what then ? 

This is no world in which to pitty men. 

Suf, I was not borne a Begger, though his ex- 
tremes 

Enforce this language from me : I protell 
No fortune of mine owne could leade my tongue 
To this bafe Key. I do befeech you Vncle, 

For the names fake, for Chrillianity, 

Nay for Gods fake to pitty his diftreffe : 

He is deni’de the freedome of the prifon, 

And in the hole is laide with men condemn’d ; 

Plenty he hath of nothing but of irons, 

And it remaines in you to free him thence. 

Motmt. Mony I cannot fpare: men Ihould take 
heede, 

He loft my kindred when he fell to neede. Exit, 
Suf. Gold is but earth, thou earth enough Ihalt 
haue, 

When thou hall once tooke meafure of thy graue. 
You know me mailer Sandy^ and my fute. 

Sandy. I knew you Lady when the olde man 
liu’d, 

I knew you ere your Brother folde his land ,* 

Then you were Miflris Sue., trick’d vp in Jewels : 
Than you fung well, plaide fweetly on the Lute, 

But now I neither know you nor your fute. 

Su. You mafter Roder^NZ.^ my brothers Tenant, 
Rent-free he plac’d you in that wealthy farme 
Of which you are poffell. 

Roder, True he did ; 



12.6 


A Woman 


And haue I not there dwelt ftill foF-his fake ? 

I haue fome bufmeffe now, but without doubt 
They that haue hurl’d him in, will helpe him out. 

Exit, 

Suf, Cold comfort flill : what fay you cozen 
Tydy ? 

Tydy, I fay this comes of royfling, fwaggVing ; 
Call me not cozen. Each man for himfelfe ; 

Some men are borne to mirth, and fome to forrow, 

I am no cofen vnto them that borrow. Exit, 

Suf, Oh Charity, why art thou fled to heauen, 

And left all things on this earth vneuen ? 

Their fcofflng anfwers I will nere returne ; 

But to myfelfe his greefe in filence mourne. 

E^tter Sir Francis and Malby, 

Fran, She is poore, lie therefore tempt her with 
this gold. 

Go Malby in my name deliuer it, 

And I will flay thy anfwer. 

MaL Eaire Miftris, as I vnderfland your greefe 
Doth grow from want, fo I haue heere in flore 
A meanes to furnifli you, a bag of Gold, 

Which to your hands I freely tender you. 

Sufan. I thanke you heauens ; I thanke you gen- 
tle fir : 

God make me able to requite this fauour. 

MaL This Gold Sir Frands Alton fends by me, 
And prayes you 

Suf an, Alton, O God, that name I am borne to 
curfe : 

Hence Bawd, hence Broker : fee, I fpurne his Gold, 
My honour neuer fhall for gaine be fold. 

Fran, Stay, Lady flay. 

Suf an. From you He pofling hie ; 

^ Euen as the Doues from featherd Eagles flie. Exit 
Fran, She hates my name, my face, how fhould 1 
wo? 
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I am "difgracM in e«iery thing I do. 

The more Ihe hates me, and difdaines my loue. 

The more I am wrapt in admiration 
Of her diuine and chafle perfections. 

Woe her with gifts I cannot : for all gifts 

Sent in my name fhe fpurnes. With lookes I cannot, 

For file abhorres my fight. Nor yet with Letters, 

For none fhe will receiue. How then, how then 1 
Well, I will faflen fuch a kindneffe on her, 

As fhall orecome her hate and conquer it. 

Sir Charles her brother lies in execution 
For a great fumme of money : and befides 
The appeale is fued flill for my Huntfmens death, 
Which onely I haue power to reuerfe : 

In her He bury all my hate of him. 

Go feeke the Keeper Malby^ bring him to me : 

To faue his body I his debts will pay ; 

To faue his life, I his appeale will flay. 

Enter Sir Charles in prifon^ with Irons y his feete hare, 
his garments all ragged and tor?ie. 

Char. Of all on the earths face mofl miferable, 
Breath in this hellifh dungeon thy laments : 

Thus like a flaue ragged, like a fellon gyu’d, 

That hurles thee headlong to this bafe eflate. 

Oh vnkinde Vncle 1 Oh my friends ingrate. 
Vnthankfull Kinfmen : Mountfords all too bafe, 

To let thy name lie fetter’d in difgrace. 

A thoufand deaths heere in this graue I dye ; 

Feare, hunger, forrow, cold, all threat my death, 

And ioyne together to depriue ray breath. ' 

But that which mofl torments me, my deere Sifter 
Hath left to vifit me, and from my friends 
Hath brought no hopefull anfwere : therefore I 
Diuine they will not helpe my mifery. 

If it’ be fo, ftiame, fcandall, and contempt 
Attend their couetous thoughts. Need make their 
graues 
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Vfurers they Hue, and may they d3fte like flaues. 


Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Knight, be of comfort, for I bring thee free- 
dom 

From all thy troubles. 

Char. Then I am doom’d to die j 
Death is the end of all calamity. 

Keep. Liue, your appeale is flaide ; the execution 
Of all your debts difcharg’d : your Creditors 
Euen to the vtmofL peny fatisfied. 

In figne whereof, your lhackles I knocke otf j 
You are not left fo much indebted to vs 
As for your fees \ all is difcharg’d, all paide : 

Go freely to your houfe, or where you pleafe, 

After long miferies, embrace your eafe. 

Char. Thou grumblefl out the fweeteft muficke to 
me 

That euer Organ playd. Is this a dreame ? 

Or do my waking fenfes apprehend 

The pleafmg tafte of thele applaufiue newes ? 

Slaue that I was to wrong fuch honefl friends ; 

My louing Kinfmen, and my neere Allies : 

Tongue I will bite thee for the fcandall breath’d 
Againfl fuch faithfull Kinfmen : they are all 
Compofd of pitty and compaflion ; 

Of melting charity, and of mouing ruth. 

That which I fpake before was in my rage, . 

They are my friends, the mirrours of this age : 
Bounteous and free. The Noble Mountfords race, 
Nere bred a couetous thought, or humor bafe. 

Enter Sufan. 

Su/an. I can no longer flay from vifiting 
My wofull Brother : while I could I kept 
My hapieffe tidings from his hopefull eare. 

" Char* Siller, how much am I indebted to thee 
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And to thy trauell h 

Sufan. What, at liberty % 

Char, Thou feeft I am thankes to thy indullry : 
Oh vnto which of all my curteous friends 
Am I thus bound : My vncie Mowitford he 
Euen of an infant lou’d me, was it he ? 

So did my cozen Tydy \ was it he ? 

So mailer Roder^ mailer Sandy too, 

Which of all thefe did this hie kindneffe doe. 

Sufa?i, Charles can you mocke me in your 
pouerty, 

Knowing your friends deride your mifery; 

Now I protefl I Hand fo much amazed 

To fee your bonds free, and your Irons knock’d off, 

That I am wrap’d into a maze of wonder. 

The rather for I know not by what meanes 
This happinelfe hath chanc’d. 

Char. Why by my Vncie, 

My cozens, and my friends ; who elfe I pray 
Would take vpon them all my debts to pay ? 

St/fan. O Brother, they are men all of Flint, ‘ 
Pidlures of Marble, and as voide of pitty 
As chaced Beares : I begg’d, I fued, I kneel’ d, 

Laide open all your greefes and miferies, 

Which thy derided. More then that, denide vs 

A part in their alliance ; but in pride 

Said that our Kindred with our plenty dyde. 

Char, Drudges too much, what did they : oh 
known euil ; 

Rich fiye the poore, as good men Ihim the deuiil : 
Whence Ihould my freedome come ? Of whom 
aliue, 

Sailing of thole haue I deferued fo well ? 

GeHe Sifter, call to minde, remember me : 

Thefe I haue raifd, they follow the worlds guife ; 
WEom rich in honor, they in woe defpife. 

Sufan, My wits haue loft themfelues, lets aske the 
keeper. 

' 2 
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Charles, laylor. 

Keeper, At hand fin 

Charles, Of curtelie refolue me one demand. 

What was he tooke the burthen of my debts 
From off my backe, flaide my appeale to death, 
Difcharg^d my fees, and brought me liberty ? 

Keeper, A curteous knight, one call’d fir Francis 
AKon, 

Sufa?i, A Bon. 

Charles, Ha, ABon, Oh me, more diflreft in 
this 

Then all my troubles : hale me backe, 

Double my Irons : and my fparing Meales 
Put into halues, and lodge me e in a dungeon 
More deepe, more darke, more cold, more comfort- 
leffe : 

• By ABon freed ; not all thy manacles 
Could fetter fo my heeles, as this one word 
Hath thrall’d my heart, and it muft now lye bound 
In more flridl prifon then thy llony layle. 

I am not free, I go but vnder baile. 

Keeper. My charge is done fir, now I haue my 
fees ; 

As we get little, we will nothing leefe. Exit 

Char, By ABon freed, my dangerous oppohte, 
Why to what end ? On what occafion ? Ha. 

Let me forget the name of enemy, 

And with indifference ballance this hie fauour : 

Ha. 

Stifan. His loue to me, vpon my foule ^tis fo ; 
That is the root from whence thefe flrange things 
grow. 

Char. Had this proceeded from my Father, he 
That by the law of Nature is niofl bound 
In offices of loue, it had deferu’d 
My bell employment to requite that grace. 

Had it proceeded from ray friends, or him, 

From them this adlion had deferu’d my life ; 
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And from a llrangec more, becaufe from fuch 
There is leffe execution of good deeds. 

But he, nor Father, nor Ally, nor Friend, 

More then a ilranger, both remote in blood, 

And in his heart oppofd my enemy, 

That this hye bounty fhould proceede from him. 

0 there I loofe my felfe ; What Ihould I fay ? 

What thinke ? what do I his bounty to repay % 

Suf, You wonder I am fure whence this llrange 
kindneffe 

Proceeds in Atim, I will tell you Brother : 

He dotes on me, and oft hath fent me gifts, 

Letters, and Tokens, I refufd them all 

C/iar, I haue enough; though poore, my heart 
is fet, 

In one rich gift to pay backe all my debt Exeunt 

Enter Frankford and Nicke with Keyes^ and a letter in , 
his hand. 

Fran. This is the night, that I mull play my 
part 

To try two feeming Angels : where’s my keyes ? 

Nick. They are made according to your mold in 
wax 

1 bad the fmith be fecret, gaue him money, 

And heere they are. The Letter fir. 

Fran. True take it, there it is ; 

And when thou feeH me in my pleafantH vaine 
Ready to fit to fupper, bring it me. 

Nic. lie do’t, make no more queilion but He do’t 

Exit. 

Enter Mijlris Frankford^ Cranwellj Wendell^ and 
lenkin. 

Anne. Sirra, tis fixe a clocke already flroke, 

Go bid them fpred the cloth and ferae in fupper. 
len. It fhaU be done iorfooth. Miilris wheres 

K 2 
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Spiggot the Butler to giue vs ont fait and Tren- 
chers. 

Wen. We that haue bene a hunting all the day, 
Come with prepared ftomackes mailer Frankford ; 

We wifh’d you at our fport. 

Fran. My hart was with you, and my mind was on 
you. 

Fie mailer Cranwell you are Hill thus fad : 

A Hoole, a ftoole ; where’s lenkin^ and where's 
Nicke ? 

Tis fupper time at leaH an houre ago : 

What's the beft newes abroad % 

Wend. I know none good. 

Fran. But I know too much bad. 

Enter Butler aiid lenkin with a Tahle-cloth^ Bread, 
Trenchers and fait. 

Cran. Methinkes fir, you might haue that intereH 
In your wiues Brother, to be more remilfe 
In his hard dealing againll poore Sir Charles^ 

Who (as I heare) lies in Yorke Callle, needy, 

And in great want. 

Fra7i. Did not more weighty bufmelTe of my ‘ 
owne 

Hold me away, I would haue labour'd peace 
, Betwixt them with all care, indeede I would fir. 

Anne. He write vnto my brother earnellly 
In that behalfe. 

WendoL A charitable deede, 

And will beget the good opinion 
Of all your friends that loue you Millris Frankferd. 
Fran. That's you for one, I know you loue fir 
Charles, 

And my wife too weU. 

WendoL He deferues the loue 
Of all true Gentlemen ; be your felues iudge. 

Fran. But fupper bo: Now as thou lou'H me 
Wendoll 
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Which I am fure fnou doeft ; be merry, pieafant, 

And frolicke it to night : Sweet mailer Cranwell 
Do you the like. Wife, I j^roteil my heart 
Was nere more bent on fweet alacrity : 

Where be thofe lazy knaues to ferue in Supper ? 

Enter Nicke, 

Niche, Here’s a Letter fir, 

Fran, Whence come’s it % and who brought it % 
Nicke, A flripling that below attends your an- 
Iwer, 

And as he tels me it is fent from Yorke. 

Fran, Haue him into the feller, let him tafle a 
cuppe of our March Beere : Go, make him drinke. 
Nick, lie make him drunke if he be a Troian. 
Fran, My Boots and fpurs : where’s lenkin ? God 
forgiue me, 

How I negledl my bufinefie : wife looke here ; 

I haue a matter to be tride to morrow 
By eight a clocke and my Atturney writes me 
I mull be there betimes with euidence, 

Or it will go againft me : where’s my bootes 1 

Enter lenkin with hoots and fpurs, 

Anne, I hope your bufmeffe craues no fuch dif- 
patch 

That you muil ride to night 
We7id, I hope it doth. 

Fraft, Gods me, no fuch difpatch : 
lenkin my boots : where’s Nicke ? Saddle my Roan, 
And the gray dapple for himfelfe : Content ye, 

It much concemes me. Gentle MafLer Cranwell, 
And Mailer Wendoll, in my abfence vie 
The very ripeH pleafures of my houfe. 

Wendol. Lord, mailer Frankford will you ride to 
night % 

The wayes are dangerous. 
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Fran. Therefore will I ride 
Appointed well ; and fo fliall Nicke my man. 

Anne. He call you vp by fine a clocke to morrow. 
Fran. No by my faith wife, He not trail to that, 
Tis not fuch eafie rifing in a morning 
From one I loue fo deerely : No by my faith, 

I ihall not leaue fo fweet a bed-fellow 

But with much paine : you haue made me a duggard 

Since I firil knew you. 

Anne. Then if you needs will goe 
This dangerous euening : Mafter Wendoll 
Let me intreate you beare him company. 

Wen, With all my heart fweet miflris : My boots 
there ? 

Fran. Fie, fie, that for my priuate bufineffe 
I fiiould difeafe my friend, and be a trouble 
To the whole houfe : Nicke 1 
Nicke. Anon fir. 

Fran. Bring forth my Gelding, as you loue me 
fir 

Vfe no more words : a hand good mailer Cranwell. 
Cran. Sir God be your good fpeede. 

Fran. Goodnight fweet Nan} nay, nay, a kiife 
and part : 

DiiTembling lips you fute not with my hart. Fxii. 
Wen, How bufines, time, and houres all gracious 
proue 

And are the furtherers to my new borne loue. 

I am husband now in mailer Frankfords place, 

And mufl command the houfe. My pleafure is 
We will not fup abroad fo publikely, 

But in your priuate chamber miflris Frankeford. 

Anne. Oh fir, you are too publicke in your Loue, 
And mafler Frankfords wife. 

Cran. Might I craue fauour, 

I would intreate you I might fee my chamber, 

I am on the fodaine growne exceeding ill, 

And would be fpar^d from fupper. 

Wen. Light there ho. 
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See you want notMng fir ; for if you do, 

You iniure that good man, and wrong me to. 

Cran, I will make bold : good night. 

Wen. How all confpire 
To make our bofome fweet, and full intire. 

Come Nan, I prethee let vs fup within. 

An7ie. O what a clog vnto the foule is fm? 

We pale offenders are ftill full of feare ; 

Euery fufpitious eye brings danger neare : 

When they whofe cleere hearts from offence are free, 
Difpife report ; bafe fcandals do outface, 

And fland at meere defiance with difgrace. 

We7id, Tie, fie, you talke too like a Puritan. 

Amze. You haue tempted me to mifchiefe M. 
Wendoll : 

I haue done I know not what. Well, you plead cuf- 
tome ; 

That which for want of wit I granted erfl, 

I now mufl yeelde through feare. Come, come, lets 
in, 

Once ore fliooes, we are ftraight ore head in fmne. 

Wend. My iocond foule is ioyfull aboue meafure, 
He be profufe in Frankfords richefl treafure. Exeimt. 

Enter Sifly, lenkm, Butler, mid other Seruingmen. 

Ten. My miflris, and mailer Wendoll my mailer, 
fup in her chamber to night ; Sijly you are preferr’d 
from beeing the Cooke to be chamber-maid, of all the 
loues betwixt thee and me, tell me what thou thinkH 
of this. 

Sijly. Mum, there’s an old prouerbe, when the 
Cats away, the Moufe may play. 

Ten. Now you talke of a Cat, Sijly, I fmell a 
Rat 

SiJ* Good words lenkin, left you be call’d to 
anfwere them. 

len. Why God make my miflris an honell woman, 
are not thefe good wordes? Pray God my new 
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maifler play not the Knaue witlvniy old mafler, is 
there any hurt in this ? God fend no villany intended ; 
and if they doe fup together, pray God they doe not 
lye together. God make my miilris chaft, and make 
vs all his feruants : what harme is there in all this 1 
Nay more, heere is my hand thou Ihalt neuer haue my 
heart vnleffe thou fay Amen. 

SiUy, Amen I pray God I fay. 

Enter Seruing}nan. 

Sen My miflris fends that you fhold make leffe 
noife, to locke vp the doores, and fee the houfholde 
all got to bed ; you Jenkm for this night are made 
the Porter to fee the gates fhut in. 

len. Thus by little and little I creepe into office. 
Come to keimell my mailers to kennell, tis eleuen a 
clocke already, 

Ser. When you haue lockd the gates in, you mull 
fend vp the keyes to my miflris. 

Sijly. Quickely for Gods fake lenkin, for I muft 
Carrie them : I am neither pillow nor boulfler, but I 
know more then both. 

len. To bed good Spiggot, to bed good honefl 
feruing creatures, and let vs fleepe as fnug as pigs in 
peafe flraw. Exeunt 


Enter Frankford and Nicke, 

Fran. Soft, foft ; wee haue tied our geldings to a 
tree two flight fhoot off, left by their thundering hoofes 
they blab our comming back. Hearfl thou no noife ? 

Nic. Heare, I heare nothing but the Owle and 
you. 

Fran. So : now my watches hand points vpdn 
twelue, 

And it is dead midnight : where are my keyes ? 

Nic. Heere fir. 

Fran. This is the key that opes my outward gate ; 
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This the Hall dt)Oie; this the withdrawing cham- 
ber: 

But this, that doore that’s bawd vnto my fhame : 
Fountaine and fpring of all my bleeding thoughts, 
Where the mofl hallowed order and true knot 
Of Nuptiall fandlity hath bene prophan’d ; 

It leads to my polluted bed-chamber, 

Once my TerreHriall heauen, now my earths hell, 

The place where fins in all their ripeneffe dwell. 

But I forget my felfe, now to my gate. 

Nic, It mufl ope with far leffe noife then Cripple- 
gate, or your plot’s dafli’d. 

Fran, So reach me my darke Lanthome to the 
reft; 

Tread foftly, foftly. 

Nic, I will walke on Egges this pace. 

Fran, A generall filence hath furpriz’d the houfe, 
And this is the laft doore. Aftonifhment, 

Feare, and amazement beate vpon my heart, (x) 

Euen as a madman beats vpon a drum : 

0 keepe my eyes you heauens before I enter, 

From any fight that may transfix my foule ; 

Or if there be fo blacke a fpedlacle, 

Oh ftrike mine eyes ftarke blind. Or if not fo, 

Lend me fuch patience to digeft my greefe, 

That I may keepe this white and virgin hand. 

From any violent outrage, or red murther, 

And with that prayer I enter. 

Nic, Heres a circumftance, 

A man may be made Cuckold in the time 
That hees about it, and the cafe were mine 
As tis my Mafters, sblood that he makes me fwere, 

1 would haue plac’d his adlion, entei;’d there ; 

I would, 1 would. 

Fran, Oh, oh. 

Nic, Mafter, sblood mafter, maften 


(l) play againft my heart. — Ed. 1607. 
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Fran, Oh me vnhappy, T haue found them lying 
Clofe in each others armes, and fail afleepe. 

But that I would not damne two precious foules 
Bought with my Sauiours blood, and fend them laden 
With all their fcarlet fmnes vpon their backes, 

Vnto a fearfull iudgement, their two Hues 
Had met vpon my rapier. 

Nic, Sblood Mafler, haue you left them fleeping 
Hill % 

Let me go wake them. 

Fran, Stay, let me paufe awhile. 

O God, O God, that it were pofsible 
To vndo things done ; to call backe yeHerday : 

That time could turne vp his fwift fandy glaffe, 

To vntell the dayes, and to redeeme thefe houres. 

Or that the Sunne 

Could rifing from the well draw his coach backward ; 
Take from th’ account of time fo many minutes, 

Til he had all thefe feafons calfd againe. 

Thofe minutes, and thofe adlions done in them, 

Euen from her firfl offence ; that I might take her 
As fpotleffe as an Angell in my armes. 

But oh, I talke of things impofsible, 

And call beyond the moone, God giue me patience 
For I will in and wake them. Exit, 

Nick, Here’s patience perforce, 

He needs muft trot afoot that tires his horfe. 

Enter* Wendol run 7 tmg ouer the Jlage in a Nzght-gow?ie^ 
hee after him with his fword drawne^ the maide in 
her fmoche Jiayes his hand^ and clofpes hold 07i him, 
Hee faiifes for a while. 

Fran. I thanke thee maide, thou like the Angelles 
hand, 

Hall Hayd me from a bloody facrifice. 

Go villen, and my wrongs fit on thy foule 
As heauy as this greefe doth vpon mine. 

When thou recordft my many curtefies, 
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And ihalt compare^ them with thy treacherous heart. 
Lay them together, weigh them equally, 

’Twill be reuenge enough. Go, to thy friend 
A ludas I pray, pray, left I line to fee 
Thee ludas-like bang’d on an Elder-tree. 

Enter MUtris Frankford in her fmocke^ Ntghf-gomne, 
and night attire^ 

Anne. O by what wordi what title? or what 
name 

Shall I intreate your pardon ? Pardon : Oh 
I am as farre from hoping fuch fweete grace 
As Lndfer from heauen. To call you Husband ; 

(O me mofl wretched) I haue lofl that name, 

I am no more your wife. 

Nick, Sblood hr fhe founds. 

Fran, Spare thou thy teares, for I will weepe for 
thee; 

And keepe thy count’nance, for He bluih for thee: 
Now I proteft I thinke tis I am tainted, 

For I am mofl afham’d ; and tis more hard 
For me to looke vpon thy ^ilty face, 

Then on the fuiis cleere brow : What wouldfl thou 
fpeake % 

Anne, I would I had no tongue, no eares^ no 
eyes, 

No appxehenfion, no capacity* 

When do you fpume me like a dog ? when tread me 
Vnder your feete ? when drag me by the hairet 
Though I defeme a thoufand thoufand folde 
More then you can infii£l : yet once my husband, 

For woman-hood to which I am a ihame. 

Though once an ornament : Euen for his fake 
That hath redeem’d our foules, marke not my face, 
Nor hacke me with your fword : but let me go 
Perfedl and vndeformed to my Tombe. 

I am not wofthy that I fhould preuaile 
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In the leafl fuite ; no, not to fpeakfi to you, 

Nor looke on you ; nor to be in your prefence. 

Yet as an abiedl this one fute I craue, 

This granted I am ready for my graue. 

Fram My God with patience arnie me : rife, nay 
rife, 

And He debate with thee : Was it for want 
Thou plaidft the ftrumpet 1 Waft thou not fupplide 
With euery pleafure, fafhion, and new toy ; 

Nay euen beyond my calling % 

Anne. I was. 

Fran* Was it then difability in me ? 

Or in thine eye feem’d he a properer man ? 

Anne* O no. 

Fran* Did not I lodge thee in my bofome ? weare 
thee 

Here in my heart % 

Anne. You did. 

Fran* I did indeede ; 

Witneffe my teares I did. 

Go bring my infants hither. O Nan.^ 0 JVan, 

If neither feare of fhame, regard of honor, 

The blemilh of my houfe, nor my deeire loue 
Could haue with-held thee from fo lewd a fadl : 

Yet for thefe infants, Ihefe yong harmleffe foules, 

On whofe white browes thy fliame is charradledd, 

And growes in greatnefie as they wax in yeeres ; 
Looke but on them, and melt away in teares. 

Away with them ; lefl as her fpotted body 
Hath flain’d their names with llripe of baftardy, 

So her adulterous breath may blafl their fpirits 
With her infedlious thoughts. Away with them. 
Anne. In this one life I dye ten thoufand 
deaths. 

Fran> Stand vp, jdand vp, I will do nothing 
ralhly ; 

I wil retire awhile into my lludy, 

And thou fhalt heare thy fentence prefently. 



kild with Kindnes. 141 

Anne, Tis welcome be it death. 0 mee bafe 
ilrumpet, 

That hauing fuch a husband, fuch fweete children, 
Muft inioy neither : oh to redeeme my honor, 

I would haue this hand cut oif, thefe my brefls 
fear’d, 

Be rack’d, flrappado’d, put to any torment : 

Nay, to whip but this fcandall out, I would hazard 
The rich and deere redemption of my foule. 

He cannot be fo bafe as to forgiue me ; 

Nor I fo fhameleffe to accept his pardon. 

O women, women, you that yet haue kept 
Your holy Matrimoniall Vow vnflain’d, 

Make me your inflance, when you tred awry, 

Your fmnes like mine will on your confcience ly. 

Enter St/ty, Sjpi^ot, all the Seruingmen^ and lenkin^ as 
newly come out of Bed, 

All, O Miflris, Miflris, what haue you done Mif- 
tris ? 

Nic, Sbloud what a Catterwauling keepe you 
heere. 

len, O Lord Miflris, how comes this to paffe, my 
Mailer is run away in his fhirt, & neuer fo much as 
calld me to bring his clothes after him. 

Anne, See what guilt is, here Hand I in this place, 
Afham’d to looke my feruants in the face* 

Enter M. Frankford and Cranwell ; whom feeing Jhe 
fals on her knees, • 

Fran, My words are regiflred in heauen already, 
With patience heare me. He not martyr thee, 

Nor marke thee for a flrumpet ; but with vfage 
Of more humility torment thy foule, 

And kill thee euen with kindneffe. 

Cran, M. Frankford, 
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Fran, Good M. Cranwel, Woman hear thy iudg- 
ment 

Go make thee ready in thy bell Attire ; 

Take with thee all thy gownes, all thy Apparrell, 
Leaue nothing that did euer call thee Miilris, 

Or by whole fight being left heere in the houfe 
I may remember fuch a woman by. 

Choofe thee a bed & hangings for thy chamber ; 

Take with thee euery thing that hath thy marke ; 

And get thee to my Manner feuen mile off ; 

Where line, ’tis thine, I freely giue it thee. 

My Tennants by fhall furnifh thee with waines 
To carry all thy fluffe within two houres ; 

No longer wil I limit thee my fight. 

Choofe which of all my feruants thou lik’ft befl. 

And they are thine to attend thee. 

Anne, A milde fentence. 

Fran, But as thou hop’ll for heauen, as thou be- 
leeu’fl 

Thy name’s recorded in the booke of life, 

I charge thee neuer after this fad day 
To fee me, or to meete me ; or to fend 
By word, or writing, guift, or otherwife 
To moue me, by thy felfe, or by thy friends ; 

Nor challenge any part in my two children. 

So farwell Nan \ for we will henceforth be 
As we had neuer feene, nere more fliall fee. 

Anne, How full my heart is, in mine eies ap" 
peares ; ’ 

What wants in words, I will fupply in teares. 

Fra, Come take your coach, your fluffe ; al mufl 
along : 

Seruants and all make readie, all be gone, 

It was thy hand cut two hearts out of one. 

Enter Sir Charles Genflenian-like^ and his Sifter Gentle- 
woman-like, 

Sufan, Brother why haue you trick’d me like a 
Bride % 
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Bought me this gaf attire, thefe ornaments ? 

Forget you our eflate, our pouertie 1 

Char. Call me not brother ; but imagine mee 
Some barbarous Out-law, or vnciuill Kerne ; 

For if thou ihutll thy eie, and onely hearfl 
The words that I fhall vtter, thou lhalt iudge me 
Some Haring Ruffian, not thy Brother Charles. 

0 Sifter : 

Sufan. 0 Brother, what doth this Hrange Language 
meane 1 

Char. Doft loue me Siller % wouldft thou fee mee 
line 

A Bankrupt begger in the worlds difgrace, 

And die indebted to my enemies % 

Wouldft thou behold me Hand like a huge beame 
In the worlds eie, a by-word and a fcorne 1 
It lies in thee of thefe to acquit me free, 

And all my debt I may out-llrip by thee. 

Sufan. By me : why I haue nothing, nothing 
left, 

1 owe euen for the clothes vpon my backe : 

I am not worth — 

Char. O Sifter fay not fo, 

It lies in you my downe-call Hate to raife ; 

To make me Hand on euen points with the world. 
Come SiHer, you are rich 3 indeede you are : 

And in your powre you haue without delay, 

A6lons Hue hundred pound backe to repay. 

Suf Til now I had thought you lou'd me. By my 
honor ^ 

(Which I haue kept as fpotleffe as the Moone) 

I ne're was miHris of that fingle doite 
Which I referu’d not to fupply your wants : 

And do you thinke that I would hoord from you 1 
Now by my hopes in heauen, knew I the meanes 
To buy you from the llauery of your debts 
(Efpecially from A Bon whom I hate) 

I would redeeme it with my life or blood. 

Char. I challenge it, and kindred fet apart 3 
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Thus (Ruffian-like) I lay fiege to yoar hart. 

What do I owe to A6lo7i % 

Stef. Why fome flue hundred pounds, towards 
which I fweare, 

In all the world I haue not one deneare. 

Cha. It will not proue fo. ’ Sifter now refolue 
me, 

What do you thinke (and fpeake your confcience) 
Would ABoti giue might he inioy your bed 1 
Sufan. He would not fhrinke to fpend a thoufand 
pound, 

To giue the Mountfords name fo deepe a wound. 

Char. A thoufand pound : I but hue hundred 
owe, 

Grant him your bed, hee’s payd with intrefl fo. 

Suf O Brother. 

Char. O Sifter, onely this one way, 

With that rich leweil you my debts may pay : 

In fpeaking this my cold heart fhakes with fliame, 

Nor do I woe you in a Brothers name, 

But in a flrangers. Shall I dye in debt 
To Adlon my grand foe ; and you flill weare 
The precious lewell that he holds fo deare % 

Suf. My honor I efteeme as deere and precious 
• As my redemption. 

Char. I efteeme you fifter 
As deare, for fo deare prizing it. 

Suf Will Charles 

Haue me cut off my hands and fend them ABon ; 

Rip vp my brefl, and with my bleeding heart 
Prefent him, as a token. 

Char. Neither Sifter : 

But heare me in my ftrange affertion. 

Thy honor and my foule are equall in my regard ,* 

Nor will thy brother Charles furume thy fhame. 

His kindneffe (like a burthen) hath furcharged me, 
And vnder his good deeds, I ftooping, go 
Not with an vpright foule. Had I remain’d 
In pnfon ftill, there doubtlefie I had dyed : 
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Then vnto him that freed me from that prifon, 

Still do I owe this life. What moon’d my foe 
To infranchife me ? ’Twas fifter. for your lone. 

With full fine hundred pounds he bought your 
lone, 

And fhall he not inioy it 1 Shall the weight 
Of all this heauy burthen leane on me, 

And wil not you beare part 1 You did partake 
The ioy of my releafe, will you not ftand 
In ioynt-bond bound to fatisfie the debt ? 

Shall I be onely charg’d ? 

Sid* But that I know 

Thefe arguments come from an honour’d mincle, 

As in your moft extremity of neede 
Scorning to ftand in debt to one you hate ; 

Nay rather would ingage your vnftain’d honor 
Then to be held ingrate, I ftiould condemne you. 

I fee your refolution and aftent ; 

So Charles wil haue me, and I am content. 

Char, For this I trick’d you vp. 

Suf* But heere’s a knife 
To fane mine honor, ftial dice out my life. 

Char, I know thou pleafeft me a thoufand times 
More in that refolution, then thy grant. 

Obferue her lone ; to footh it to my fute, 

Her honor fhe wil hazard (though not loofe :) 

To bring me out of debt her rigorous hand 

Will pierce her heart Oh wonder % that wil choofe 

Rather then ftaine her blood, her life to loofe. 

Come you fad Sifter to a wofull Brother, 

This is the gate : He beare him fuch a prefent, 

Such an Acquittance for the Knight to feale, 

As wil amaze his fenfes ; and furprize 
With admiration all his fantafies. 

Enter Ation and Malhy, 

Svf, Before his vnchafte thou^ts fhall feize 
on mee: 


h 
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^Tis heere, fliall my imprifon’d foulG fet free. 

Afto7i, How % Mouniford with his fifler hand in 
hand. 

What myracle’s afoot % 

MaL It is a fight 
Begets in me much admiration. 

Char. Stand not amaz'd to fee me thus attended : 
Adlon^ I owe thee money, and being vnable 
To bring thee the full fumme in ready coine, 

Loe for thy more affurance here’s a pawne : 

My Sifter, my deere filler, whofe chaH honor 
I prize aboue a Million : heere, nay take her, 

Shee’s worth your mony man, do not forfake her. 
JFrancis. I would he were in earnell. 

St(f. Impute it not to my immodehy, 

My Brother beeing rich in nothing elfe 
But in his interefl that he hath in me ; 

According to his pouerty hath brought you 
Me, all his llore whom howfoere you prize 
As forfeit to your hand, he valewes highly, 

And would not fell but to acquit your debt, 

For any Emperors ranfome. 

Fran. Sterne heart, relent, 

Thy former cruelty at length repent 
Was euer knowne in any former age 
Such honourable wrefled curtefie ? 

Lands, honors, life, and all the world forgoe, 

Rather then hand ingag’d to fuch a foe. 

Char. fhe is too poore to be thy Bride, ‘ 

And I too much oppofd to be thy Brother. 

There, take her to thee, if thou had the heart 
To ceize her as a rape or ludfull prey, 

To blur our houfe that neuer yet was dain’d ; 

To miirther her that neuer meant thee harme ; 

To kill me now whom once thou fau’dd from death/ 
Do them at once on her ; all thefe rely 
And perifh with her fpotted chadity. 

Fran. You ouercome me in your lone far Charles. 

1 cannot bo fo cruell to a Lady 
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I lone fo deerely. Since you haue not fpar’d 
To ingage your reputation to the world, 

Your fillers honor which you prize fo deere, 

Nay all the comforts which you hold on earth 
To grow out of my debt being your foe, 

Your honor’d thoughts loe thus I recompence. 

Your metamorphifd foe receiues your gift 
In fatisfadlion of all former wrongs. 

This lewell I will weare heere in my heart : 

And where before I thought her for her w^ants 
Too bafe to be my Bride : to end all flrife, 

I feale you my deere Brother, her my wife. 

Sufan. You flill exceede vs, I will yeeld to 
fate, 

And learne to loue, where I till now did hate. 

Char. With that enchantment you haue charm’^ 
my foule, 

And made me rich euen in thofe very words, 

I pay no debt but am indebted more, 

Rich in your loue I neuer can be poore. 

Fran. Ai’s mine is yours, w^e are alike in flate, 
Let’s knit in loue what was oppofd in hate. 

Come, for our Nuptials we will flraight prouide, 

Blell onely in our Brother and faire Bride. 

Enter Cranwel, FranJzford, a7id Niche. 

Cra. Why do you fearch each room about your 
houfe 

Now that you haue difpatch’d your wife away ? 

Fran. O fir, to fee that nothing may be left 
That euer was my wiues : I lou’d her deerely, 

And when I do but thihke of her vnkindneffe, 

My thoughts are all in Hell, to auoide which torment, 
I would not haue a Bodkin or a CufFe, 

A Bracelet, Necklace, or Rebate wier ; 

Nor any thing that euer was call’d hers, 

Left me ; by which I might remember her, 

Seeke round about;. 
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Nicke. Sblood mailer, here’s her Lute ffung in a 
corner. 

Fran. Her Lute : Oh God, vpon this inllrument 
Her fingers haue run quicke diuifion, 

Sweeter then that which now diuides our hearts. 

Thefe frets haue made me pleafant, that haue 
now 

Frets of my heart-firings made. O mafier Cranwel^ 
Oft hath file made this melancholly wood 
(Now mute and dumbe for her difafirous chance) 
Speake fweetly many a note ; found many a firaine 
To her owne rauilhing voice, which being well 
firung, 

What pleafant firange aires haue they ioyntly fung 1 
Pofi with it after her : now nothing’s left ; 

Of her and her’s I am at once bereft. 

Nic, He ride and ouer-take her ; do my meffage 
And come backe agen. 

Cran. Meane time fir, if you pleafe 
He to fir Francis A^on, and informe him 
Of what hath pafi betwixt you and his fifier. 

Fran. Do as you pleafe : how ill am I befied, 

To be a widdower ere my wife be dead. 

Enter mijiris Frankford., with lenkin^ her maide Sijly, 
her Coach-man^ and three Carters. 

Anne, Bid my Coach flay : why Ihould I ride in 
fiate, 

Being hurl’d fo low downe by the hand of fate 1 
A feat like to my fortunes let me haue ; 

Earth for my chaire, and for my bed a graiie. 

lenk. Comfort good miftrisj you haue watered 
your Coach with teares already : you haue but two 
mile now to goe to your Manner. A man cannot faie 
•by my olde mafier Frank^wd as he may fay by me, 
that hee wantes Manners, for he hath three or foure ; 
of which this is one that we are going to now. 

Good mifiris be of good cheere ; forrowyou 
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fee hurts you, but '>lielpes you not : we all mourne to 
fee you fo fad. 

Carter, MifLris I fpy one of my Landlords men 
Come riding pofL, ’tis like he brings fome newes. 
A7ine, Comes he from M. Frankford he is wel- 
come, 

So are his newes becaufe they come from him-. 

Enter Niche, 


Nick, There. 

Anne, I know the Lute ; oft haue I fung to thee r 
We both are out of tune, both out of time. 

Nick, Would that had beene the worfL inUrument 
that ere you played on. My mafter commends him 
to ye ; there’s all he can finde that was euer yours : 
he hath nothing left that euer you could lay claime to 
but his owne heart, and he could afford you that. All 
that I haue to deliuer you is this ; He prayes you to 
forget him, and fo he bids you farewell. 

Anne, I thanke him ; he is kinde, and euer was. 
All you that haue true feeling of my greefe, 

That know my Ioffe, and haue relenting hearts, 

Gird me about ; and helpe me with your teares 
To wafh my fpotted finnes : my Lute fhall grone ; 

It cannot weepe, but fhall lament my mone. 

Enter WendoU, 

Wend. Purfu’d with horror of a guilty foule, 

And with the fharpe fcourge of repentance lafh’d^ 

I flye from my owne fhadow. O my ftarres 1 
What haue my Parents in their Hues deferu’d, 

That you fliould lay this pennance on their fonne % 
When I but thinke of mafter Frankfords loue, 

And lay it to my treafon, or compare 
My murthering him for his releeuing me, 

It flrikes a terror like a Lightnings Hath 
To fcorch my blood vp. Thus I like the Owle 
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Afham’d of day, Hue in thefe £hado\^y woods, 

Affraid of euery leafe or murmuring blafL, 

Yet longing to receiue fome perfect knowledge 
How he hath dealt wuth her. Oh my fad fate, 

Heere, and fo farre from home, and thus attended. 

Oh God, I haue diuorc’d the truefl Turtles 
That euer lin’d together, and being diuided 
In feuerall places, make their feuerall mone ; 

She in the fields laments, and he at home. 

So Poets write that Orpheus made the Trees 
And Hones to dance, to his melodious Harpe, 
Meaning the RufLicke arid the barbarous Hinds, 

That had no vnderHanding part m them : 

So file from thefe rude Carters teares extracts, 

Making their fimty hearts with greefe to rife, 

And draw downe Riuers from their Rocky eyes. 

Amie, If you returne vnto your mafler fay, 
(Though not from me ; for I am all vnworthy 
To blafL his name fo with a fLrumpets tongue) 

That you haue feene me weepe, wifii my felfe dead. 
Nay, you may fay to (for my vow is paft) 

Lafl night you faw me eate and drinke my laft. 

This to your mafler you may fay and fweare ; 

For it is writ in heauen, and decreed heere. 

Nic, He fay you wept ; He fweare you made me 
fad. 

Why how now eyes % what now ? whaf s heere to 
do ] 

I’me gone, or I Ihall flraite turne baby to. 

Wen. I cannot weepe, my heart is all on fire ; 
Curft be the fruites of my vnchafle defire. 

Anne. Go breake this Lute vpon my coaches 
wheele, 

As the lafl Muficke that I ere fiiall make ; 

Not as my husbands gift, but my farwell 
To all earths ioy ; and fo your mafler tell, 

JVzcL If I can for crying. 

Wend. Greefe haue done, 

Or like a mad-man I fhaU ffanticke ronne. 
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Anne. You hawe beheld the wofull’ft wretch on 
earth ; 

A woman made of teares : would you had words 
To exprefle but what you fee. My inward greefe 
No tongue can vtter : yet vnto your power 
You may defcribe my forrow, and difclofe 
To thy fad mafler my abundant woes. 

Nic, He do your commendations. 

Anne, O no : 

I dare not fo prefume ; nor to my children ; 

I am difclaim’d in both, alas I am : 

0 neuer teach them when they come to fpeake, 

To name the name of Mother : chide their tongue 
If they by chance light on that hated word ; 

Tell them kis nought; For when that word they 
name, 

(Poore pretty foules) they harpe on their owne fhame. 
Wen. To recompence her wrongs, what canfl thou 
do? 

Thou hall made her husbandlefie, and childleffe to. 
Anne. I haue no more to fay. Speake not for 
me, 

Yet you may tell your mafler what you fee. 

JVu. He doo’t. ' Exit 

Wend. He fpeake to her, and comfort her in 
greefe. 

Oh but her wound cannot be cur’d with words : 

No matter though, He do my bell good will 
To worke a cure on her whom I did kill. 

Anne. So, now vnto my Coach, then to my home, 
So to my death-bed ; for from this fad houre, 

1 neuer will nor eate, nor drinke, nor tafle 
Of any Cates that may preferue my life : 

I neuer will nor fmile, nor fleepe, nor refi 
But when my teares haue wafh’d my blacke foule 
white, 

Sweet Sauiour to thy hands I yeeld my fprite- 
Wend. O miflris Frankford. 

Anne. O for Gods fake flye ; 
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The deuill doth come to tempt me ^re I dye. 

My coach : This finne that with an Angels face 
Coniur’d mine honor, till he fought my wracke, 

In my repentant eyes feemes vgly blacke. 

Exeu7it all^ the Carters wkijtling. 
len. What my yong mafler that fled in his fhirt, 
how come you by your clothes againe ? You haue 
made our houfe in a fweet pickle, ha’ ye not thinke 
you? What Ihall I ferue you ftill, or cleaue to 
the old houfe? 

Wend. Hence flaue, away with thy vnfeafon’d 
mirth ; 

Vnleffe thou canfl fhed teares, and figh, and howle, 
Curfe thy fad fortunes, and exclaime on fate, 

Thou art not for my turne. 

Ie7i, Marry and you will not, another will : farweli 
and be bang’d, would you had neuer come to haue 
kept this quoile within our doores, we fliall ha you 
run away like a fpright againe. 

Wend. Shee’s gone to death, I liue to want and 
woe ; 

Her life, her finnes, and all vpon my head. 

And I mufl now go wander like a Caine 
In forraigne Countries and remoted climes. 

Where the report of my ingratitude 
Cannot be heard. Ile.ouer firfl to Fra7tce 
And fo to GerTfiany and Italy ; 

Where when I haue recouered, and by trauell 
Gotten thofe perfect tongues, and that thefe rumors 
May in their height abate, I will returne : 

And I diuine (how euer now deie(5led) ' 

My worth and parts being by fome great man praifd, 
At my returne I may in Court be raifd. Exit 

Enter fir Francis.^ fcr Charles, Cranwel, and Sufan. 

Fran. Brother and now my wife, I thinke thefe 
troubles 

Fail on my head by iuflice of the heauens, 
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For being fo ftridlnto you in your extremities : 

But we are now atton’d. I would my filler 
Could with like happinelTe orecome her greefes 
As we haue ours. 

Su/an. You tell us mailer Cranwel wondrous 
things. 

Touching the patience of that Gentleman, 

With what ftrange vertue he demeanes his greefe., 
Cra?i, I told you what I was a witnelle of, 

It was my fortune to lodge there that night 

Fran, O that fame villen WendoU^ tVas his 
tongue 

That did corrupt her, Ihe was of her felfe 
Chaft and denoted well. Is this the houfe ? 

Cran. Yes fir, I take it heere your filler lies. 

Fran, My Brother Frankford Ihew’d too milde a 
fpirit 

In the reuenge of fuch a loathed crime ; 

Lelfe then he did, no man of fpirit could do : 

I am fo farre from blaming his reuenge 
That I commend it. Had it bin my cafe 
Their foules at once had from their brells bene 
freed, 

Deaths to fuch deeds of lhame is the due meed. 

Enter lenkin and Sifly, 

Jen, O my miftris, my miflris, my poore miflris. 
Sifly. Alas that euer I was borne, what lhal I do 
for my poore miflris. 

Char, Why, what of her ? 

len, O Lord fir, flie no fooner heard that her Bro- 
ther and his friends were come to fee how Ihee did, but 
fhee for very fhame of her guilty confcience, fell into 
fuch a Iwoune, that we had much ado to get life 
into her. 

Suf, Alas that fhe Ihould beare fo hard a fate, 
Bitty it is repentance comes too late. 

ABon, Is fhe fo weake in body 1 
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len, O fir, I can affure you then’s no hope of life 
in her, for flie will take no fuflhiance : Ihe hath plainly 
ftaru’d her felfe, and now fhee is as leane as a Lath. 
She euer lookes for the good houre : many Gentle- 
men and Gentle-women of the countrey are come to 
comfort her. 

Enter Mijlris Frankeford in her bed, * 

MaL How fare you miflris Frmikford ? 

Anne. Sicke, ficke, oh ficke : Giue me fome aire I 
pray you. 

Tell me, oh tell me, where's mailer Frankfordh 
Will not he deigne to fee me ere I die t 
MaL Yes miflris Frankford : diners Gentlemen 
Your louing neighbors,' with that iull requeft 
Haue moou’d and told him of your weake ellate : 
Who though with much ado to get beleefe, 

Examining of the generall circumllance, 

Seeing your forrow and your penitence, 

And hearing therewithal! the great defire 
You haue to fee him ere you left the world, 

He gaue to vs his faith to follow vs, 

And fure he will be heere immediately. 

An. You haue half reuiu’d me with thofe pleafing 
newes ; 

Eaife me a little higher in my bed. 

Blulh I not Brother Adton ^ Blulh I not fir Charles ? 
Can you not reade my fault writ in my cheeke f 
Is not my crime there, tell me Gentlemen ? 

Char. Alas good miflris, fickneffe hath not left 
you • 

Bloud in your face enough to make you blufh. 

Anne. Then fickneffe like a friend my fault wold 
hide. 

Is my husband come 1 My foule but tarries 
His arriue, then I am fit for heauen. 

Adion. I came to chide you, but my words of 
hate 
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Are turn’d to pitty and compafsionate greefe. 

I came to rate you, but my braules you fee 
Melt into teares, and I muft weepe by thee. 

Heres M. Frankford now. 

Enter Frankford, 

Frau, Good morrow Brother ; morrow Gentle- 
men : 

God that hath laid this croffe vpon our heads, 

Might (had he pleafd) haue made our caufe of meet- 
ing 

On a more faire and more contented ground : 

But he that made vs, made vs to this woe. 

Anne, And is he come % Me thinkes that voice I 
know. 

Fran. How do you woman ? 

Anne. Well M. Frankford well \ but fhall be 
better 

I hope within this houre. Will you vouchfafe 
(Out of your grace, and your humanity) 

To take a fpotted drumpet by the hand? 

Fran, This hand once held my heart in fafter 
bonds 

Then now ’tis grip’d by me. God pardon them 
That made vs hrll breake hold. 

Anne, Amen, amen. 

Out of my zeale to heauen, whether I’me now 
bound, 

I was fo impudent to with you heere ; 

And once more begge your pardon. Oh (good man) 
And father to my children, pardon me. 

Pardon, O pardon me : my fault fo heynous is, 

That if you in this world forgiue it not, 

Heauen will not cleere it in the world to come. 
Famtn«ffe hath fo vfurp’d vpon my knees 
That kneele I cannot : But on my hearts knees 
My proflrate foule lies throwne downe at your feet 
To beg your gracious pardon : Pardon, O pardon me. 
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Frank, As freely from the low depth of my foule 
As my Redeemer hath forgiuen his death. 

I pardon thee ; I will Ihed teares for thee, pray with 
thee ; 

And in meere pitty of thy weake eflate, 
lie wifh to dye with thee. 

All So do we all. 

Nick, So will not I, 

He figh and fob, but by my faith not dye. 

ABo7i, O mafter Frankford,^ all the neere al- 
liance 

I loofe by her, fhall be fupply’d in thee \ 

You are my Brother by the neerefL way, 

Her kindred hath fallen off, but yours doth flay. 

Frank, Euen as I hope for pardon at that day, 
When the great ludge of heauen in fcarlet fits, 

So be thou pardon’d. Though thy rafh offence 
Diuorc’d our bodies, thy repentant teares 
Vnite our foules. 

Char, Then comfort miflris Frankford,, 

You fee your husband hath forgiuen your fall ; 

Then rouze your fpirits, and cheere your fainting 
foule % 

Sufan. How is it with you ? ' 

Ailon, How do you feele your felfe ? 

Aiifie, Not of this world. 

Frank, I fee you are not, and I weepe to fee it. 
My wife, the Mother to my pretty babes 3 
Both thofe lofl names I do reffore thee backe, 

And with this kiffe I wed thee once againe : 

Though thou art wounded in thy honour’d name, 

And with that greefe vpon thy death-bed lyefl, 

Honefl in heart, vpon my foule thou dyefl. 

An?ie, Pardoned on earth, foule thou in heauen art 
free, 

Once more thy wife, dies thus embracing thee. 

Fran, New married, and new widdow’d ; oh fhe’s 
dead, 

And a cold graue muff be her Nuptiall bed. 
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Char. Sir be of good comfort ; and your heauy 
forrow 

Part equally amongfl vs : llormes diuided 
Abate their force, and with lefie rage are guided. 

Crar. Do mailer Frankford\ he that hath leail 
part, 

Will finde enough to drowne one troubled hart. 

ABon. Peace with thee Nan. Brothers and Gen- 
tlemen, 

(All we that can plead intereil in her greefe) 

Eeilow vpon her body funerall teares. 

Brother, had you with threats and vfage bad 
Punifh’d her fmne ; the greefe of her offence 
Had not with fuch true forrow touchM her heart. 

Fran. I fee it had not : therefore on her graue 
Will I beflow this funerall Epitaph, 

Which on her Marble tootnbe ihall be ingrau^d. 

In golden Letters ihall thefe words be filTd ; 

Fleer e lyes Jhe whom her Husbands kindneffe ktlVd. 


FINIS. 




The Epilogue. 

A n honejl Crew, difpofed to be merry, 

Came to a Tauerne by, and call'd for wine : 
The Drawer brought it (fmiling like a Cherry ) 
Afid told them it was pleafant, neate, and fine, 
Tafte it quoth one : He did fo ; Fie ( qtioth hee) 
This wine was goody now t'runs too neere 
the Lee, 

Another fipfd to gme the tvine his dtte, 

And /aide vnto the reji it drunke too flat ; 

The third /aid, it was olde ; The fourth, too new ; 
Nay quoth the fift, the fharpnefje likes me not, 
Tims Gcntle^nen you fee, how in one houre 
The wine was 7iew, old, flat, fliarpe, fioeete, and 
foure. 

Vnto this wifie we do allude our play ; 

Which fome will iudge too triuiall ; fome too 
graue : 

You as our Guejis we entertaine this day, 

And bid you welco77ie to the beft we haue : 

Excufe vs tlmi ; Good wme may be dif graft, 
When euery feuerall mouth hath fundry toft. 
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To the Honeft and 

High-fpirited Prentifes, the 
Readers. 

One b7Lt to yoit (as whom this 

Play mojl efpecially conceimcs) I 

thottght good to Dedicate this La- 

botir^ which thotigh written many yeares 

Jince^ in my Infancy of hidgment in this 

Mnde of Poetry ^ and my firft praBife : Yet 

miderfanding ( by what meanes I know not ) 

it was in thefe more exquifite and refined 

Times to come to the Preffe^ in ftich a for-- 

wardnefe ere it came to my knowledge^ that 
2 
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if was pafl preuention,and then knowingwith- 
all, that it comes Jhort of that accztratenejfe 
both in Plot a‘}id Stile, that thefe more Cen- 
forious dayes with greater cttriofity acquire, 
I muji tlms excufe. That as Playes were 
then fame fifteens or fixteene yeares agoe it 
was in the Fafition. Nor could it haue 
found a more feaf enable and fit publication 
then at this Time, when, to the glory of our 
Nation, the fectirity of the Kingdoms, and 
the Honor of this Renowned Citty, they haue 
begunne againe the commendable pradlice of 
long forgotten Armes, the contimiance of 
which I wi/h, the Difeipline appro^le, and 
the encouragement thereof euen with my 
fotde applauds. In which great and hoped 
good they deferue not the leafi attribute of 
Approbation : who, in the dull and fleepy 
time of PeacCj firfi wcckerCd the Remem- 
brance of thefe armes in the Artillery Gar- 
den, which begun out of their voluntary affbc- 
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tions, profecuted by thdr priuate Induftries, 
and continued at their own proper coft and 
charge, deferues in my opinion not onely Re- 
fpedl and Regard, but recompence and re- 
ward. But to returne agayne to yoit, my 
braue fpirited Prentifes, vpon whom I hatie 
freely bejiowed thefe Foure, I wifk you all, 
that haue their Courages and Forwardneffe, 
their noble Fates and Fortunes, 


Yours, 


Thomas Hey wood. 


M 




Drammatis Perfons. 


The olde Earle oiBidloigne. 

I Godfrey. 

Gtcy. 

Charles. 

Etistace. 

Bella Franca his daughter. 
An Englilh Captaine. 
Robert of Normandy, 
TheFrench Kings daughter. 
Tancred a Prince of Italy, 
The Soldane of Babylon, 


The Sophy of Ferfia. 
Turnus. 

Moretes. 

A. Chorus, or Prefentor. 
Mutes. 

The French King. 

The Bullenois. 

Bandetti. 

Irilhmen. 

Ambufhes of Pagans. 

The Ciowne. 





'The Prologue, 

Enter three in blacke clokes, at three doores. 

I W J'B.at meane you ^ my maijiers^ to appeare thus 

W before your times % doe you not know that 1 
am the Prologue % Do you not fee this long blacke vel- 
uet cloake vpon my backe 2 Haueyoic not founded thrice % 
Do J not looke pak^ as fea7'ing to be out in my fpeech 1 
Nay, heme 1 not all the fignes of a Prologue about me ? 
Then, to what end co77ie you to interrupt me% 

2 / haue a Prologue to fpeake too. 

3 And I another. 

1 O fuperduous, and more then euer I heard of I 
three Prologues to one play ! 

2 Haue you not feene time ropes to tole one bell, 
three doores to one houfe, three wayes to one Towne 2 

1 I grant you : But 1 neuer heard of any that had 
three heads to 07ie body, but Cerberus. But what doth 
your Prologue meane 2 

2 I come to excufe the name of the Play. 

3 / the errours m the Play. 

1 And I the A uthor that 77tade the Play. Touchmg 
the 7ia7fie why ts it calkd, True and Strange, or The 
foure Prentifes of London % A Ge7itle77ia7i that heard 
the fubiedi difeourji, fayd it was fiot fojflble to be true ; 
and no7ie here are bound to beleeue it. 

2 Tis true, that Alexander at thirtydwo yeares of 
age conquered the whole world ; hit fi^ange he fliould do 
fo. If we Jhould 7iot beleeue things recorded in former 
ages, wee were not worthy that fucceeding tmies JkouM 
belieue things dofie m thefe our ages. 



The Prologue. 

1 But what authority haue you for your Hiftory f 
I am one of thofe that wil belieue nothing that is 7iot in 
the Chronicle, 

2 Our Authority is a Manufcrift^ a Booke writ in 
parchnmit \ which not being puhlicke^ nor general! in the 

Wo?'ld, we rather thought fit to exemplifie vnto the pub- 
licize ce^ifure, things concealed and obf cur’d, fuck as are 
not common with euery one, than fuch Hifioricall Tales 
as euery 07ie can tell by the fire in Winter, Had 7iot 
yce rather, for nouelties fake fee\^iViid!itm yee neuer faw, 
timi London that yee fee hourely ? So much touching 
the name of our Hiftory. 

I You haue fatisfied me ; and, I hope, al that heare 
it. Now what haue you to fpeake concerning the errours 
in the play ? 

3 We acknowledge none ; For the errours we could 
find, we would willingly amend ; but if thfe cleare- 
fi fitted Gentle7ne7t with the eyes of their iudgmmts, look- 
ing exabily into vs finde any imperfections whifit are hid 
fi‘om our felues, our requefl is, you would rather looks 
ouer them, then through them, 7iot with a troubled eye, 
that makes one obie^ to feeme two but with a fauour- 
able eye, which hath power in it felfe to make many 
to feejne none at all, 

I Oh fww I underfiand yoti. Three Prologues to 
our Play ? pardon me, we haue need of th7'ee hundred 
me thhikes, a7id all little eiiough. But to eiid our be- 
ginning in a word. Thus much by the patience of 
thefe Gentlemen. 

Spectators, fhould you oppofe your iudgements againfl 
vs : where we are three, which fome would thirCke too 
many, were wee three thoufand, we thinke our felues 
too few. Our Author fubmits his Labours to you, as 
the Authors of all the content he hath within this 
Circufnference, 

But for your fakes, this onely we dare fay, 

We promiji you, and wedle perfortne a Play. 



The foure Prentifes 
OF LONDON. 


A£lus primus^ Smna prima. 

Enter tJie old Earle of Btdoig?ie, and his daughter 
Bella Franca. 


F A R L E. 

ffl A.ughter, thou feeil how Fortune turnes her 

Wee that but late were mounted vp aloft, 
Lul’d in the skirt of that inconflant Dame, 
Are now throwne head4ong by her ruthleffe hand, 

To kiffe that earth whereon our feete Ihould Hand. 
What cenfuring eye, that fees mee thus deiedl, 

Would take this fhape to bee that famous Duke, 
Which hath made Boloigne through the world re- 
nown’d, 

And ail our race with fame and honour crown’d ? 

BeU. But father how can you endure a flaue 
To triumph in your fortunes ; and heere Hand 
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In foule deiedl, and baniHit from your land ? 

Earle, He tell thee Girle. The French King, and 
my felfe, 

Vpon fome termes grew in a ftrange debate, 

And taking carefull vantage of the time, 

Whilfl I with all my powers, in aide of William 
The Norman Duke, now Englifh Conquerour, 

Was bufily emploi’d ; hee feiz’d my right, 

Planting another, and fupplanting mee. 

This is the ground of my extremitie. 

Bel, If for King Williams fake now Conquerour, 
You loft your birth-right and inheritance : 

How comes it that hee fees you in this fLate, 

And lifts not vp your fortunes ruinate ? 

Earle, A conquered Kingdom e is not eafily kept, 
Hee hath fo much adoe to guard his owne, 

That mine is buried in obliuion ; 

And I am forest to loofe the name of Earle, 

And liue in Londmi like a Cittizen. 

My foure fonnes are bound prentice to foure Trades. 
Godfrey my eldeft boy I haue made a Mercer * 

Guy my next fonne, enrol’d in Gold-fmithes Trade ; 
My third fonne Charles bound to an Haberdajher \ 
Yong Eujiace is a Grocer : all high borne. 

Yet of the Citty-trades they haue no fcorne. 

Thus bare neceffity hath made me feeke 
Some refuge, to fuflaine our pouerty. 

And hauing plac’t my fonnes in fuch a fort, 

The little wealth I haue left, I leaue to thee. 

My felfe will trauaile to the holy Land ; 

And ere I lie within the earths cold womb,^ 

Pay my deuoute vowes at my Sauiours Tombe, 

Bell Was that the caufe you fent for my foure 
brothers ? 

Earle, Their wifhed fight will cheere my aged 
heart : 

And I will bleffe them all before I part. 


{z) the earths vafie wombe. 1615. 
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Enter Godfrey^ Guy^ Charles, and Eujlace, like 
Appre7itices. 

Godf, I wonder, brothers, why my father hath fent 
for vs thus earely : that, all bufineffe fet apart, wee 
muh meete together this morning. 

Guy. I know not the reafon. I had much adoe to 
get leaue of my Maifler to be fpared from my 
attendance in the Shop, and feruing of Cuflomers. 

Cha. ’Faith as foone as I heard but the meffenger 
fay, my father muft fpeake with mee : I left my Tan- 
kard to guard the Conduit ; and away came I. 

Eujl. I belhrew him. I fhould haue beene at 
breake-faft with two or three good boyes this 
morning : but that match is difappointed by this 
meeting. 

Bell See where my brothers are already come. 
Earle. Godfrey, Guy, Charles, yong Euftace all at 
once, 

Diuide a fathers bleffmg in foure parts, 

And iliare my prayers amongfl you equally. 

Firft Godfrey, tell mee how thou lik’fl thy Trade % 

And knowing in thy thoughts what thou hafl been, 
How canft thou bfooke to bee as thou art now ? 

Godf. Bound mufl obey : Since I haue vnder- 
tooke 

To ferue my Maifler truely for feuen yeares, 

My duty fhall both anfwer that defire, 

And my old Maifters profiite eiiery way. 

I prayfe that Citty which made Princes Tradef-men : 
Where that man, noble or ignoble borne, 

That would not pradlife fome mechanicke skill, 

Which might fupport his hate in penury, 

Should die the death ; not fufferd like a drone, 

To fucke the honey from the publicke Hiue. 

I hold it no difparage to my birth, 

Though I be borne an Earle, to haue the skill 
And the full knowledge of the Mercers Trade. 

And were I now to be create a new, 
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It fhould not grieue me to haue fpent my time 
The fecrets of fo rich a Trade to know, 

By which adiiantage and great profits grow. 3 

Ear. Well hafl thou done to ouercome thy fate, 
Making thy mmde conformed to thy flate. 

How likes ray Gtiy^ the Gold-fmiths faculty. 

Guy. As a good refuge in extremity. 

Say I be borne a Prince, and be cafl downe 
By fome fmifler chance, or fortunes frowne : 

Say I be bamfht : when I haue a Trade, 
iVnd in my felfe a meanes to purchafe wealth, 

Though my flate wafle, and towring honours fall, 

That ftill flayes with me in the extream’ft of all. 

Earle. What fays my third fonne Charles 1 
Char. If I fhould fay I would not brooke thofe 
bonds, 

Which Heauen and fate,^ and you haue tied me in ; 
You would be preaching difobedience. 

Or fhould I fay the Citty -trades are bafe 
For fuch a great mans fonnes to take on them : 

Your fatherly regard would ftraight aduife mee 
To chaflife my rebellious thoughts ; and fay, 

Sonne, you by this may Hue another day. 

Therefore, as my two brothers, I reply \ 

You aske mee if I like it ; I fay I. 

Earle. What fayes my yongefl boy ? 

Euft. Father, I fay, Hawking is a pretty fport, 
And Hunting is a Princely exercife ; 

To ride a great horfe, oh his admirable 1 

Earle. Eujiace I know it is : but to my queflion. 
How canfl thou brooke to be a Prentife, boy % 

Eujl. Mee thinkes I could endure it for feuen 
yeares, 

Did not my Maifler keepe me in too much. 

I cannot goe to breake-faft in a morning 
With my kinde mates and fellow-Prentiles, 

But he cries Eujiace, one bid Eujiace come : 


(3) much profiles grow. 1615 . (4) God, and fate, Ik 
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And my name Eujlace is in euery roome. 

If I might once a weeke but fee a Tilting, 

Sixe dayes I would fall vnto my bufineffe clofe, 

And ere the weekes end winne that idle day, 

Hee will not let mee fee a muflering, 

Nor on a May-day morning fetch in May : 

I am no fooner got into the Fencing-fchoole, 

To play a venew with fome friend I bring ; 

But Eujlace^ Euftace^ all the flreete mufl ring, 

Hee will allow me not one howre for fport : 

I muft not llrike a foote-ball in the flreete, 

But hee will frowne : not view the dancing-fchoole, 
But hee will miffe me flraight : not fuffer mee 
So much as take vp cudgels in the flreete, 

But hee will chide : I mufl not go to buffets ; 

No, though I bee prouoked ; that’s the hell, 

Were’t not for this, I could endure it well. 

• Earle. Sonnes, yee mufl all forget your birth and 
honours, 

And looke into the times neceffity, 

I know yee are perfwaded : Thinke not, fonnes, 

The names of Prentice can difparage you. 

Fpr howfoeuer of you efleem’d they bee, 

Euen Kings themfelues haue of thefe Trades beene 
free. 

I made a vow to fee the holy Land, 

And in the fame my Sauiours Sepulchre. 

Hauing fo well difpos’d you \ I will now 

Firfl bleffe you Boyes, and then performe my vow. 

Godf. With much ado, do I containe my fpirit 
Within thefe bands, that haue inclos’d me round. 
Though now this cafe the noble Sumie doth fhroud ; 
Time fliall behold that Sunne breake through this 
clowd. 

Guy. My Genius bids my foule haue patience, 
And fayes I fhall not be a Prentife long. 

I fcorne it not : but yet my fpirits aime, 

To haue this hand catch at the Crowne of Fame. 
Char. An Haherdajher is the Trade I vfe ; 
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But the foft wool feeles in my hand like lleele : 

And I could with each hat comes through my hand 
Were turn’d into an Helmet, and each Helmet 
Vpon a Souldiers head, for me to lead. 

Warre is the walke which I dehre to tread. 

Eufi. I am a Grocer : Yet had rather fee 
A faire guilt fword hung in a veluet fheath, 

Then the beft Barbary fugar in the world } 

Were it a freight of price ineflimable. 

I haue a kinde of prompting in my braine, 

That fayes ; Though I be bound to a fweete Trade, 

I mufL forgoe it, I keepe too much in. 

I would fafl from meate and drinke a Summers day, 
To fee {words clafli, or view a defperate fray. 

Earle. Bridle thefe humours fonnes, expell them 
clean e, 

And your high Spirits within your brealls containe : 
Whilft I my tedious Pilgrimage prepare, 

To fpend my age in pouerty and prayer. 

My firft-borne, firft fare-well : my fecond next : 

C/iarles, Eujiace., Daughter : Heere my bleffmgs flay, 
Your wifhes beare me on my facred way. Exit, 

Godf. Euen to the place you trauaile, there to 
afcend 

With thofe deuoute prayers you to heauen commend. 
Brothers, fince wee are now as ftrangers here, 

Yet by our fathers prouident care fo plac’d, 

That we may liue fecure from penury : 

So let vs pleafe our Maiflers by our care, 

That we our ruin’d fortunes may repair e. 

Guy. Brother, if I knew where to go to warre, 

I would not flay in London one houre longer. 

Char. An houre 1 By heauen I would not flay a 
minute. 

Eujl. A minute, not a moment Would you put a 
moment 

Into a thoufand parts, the thoufandth part 
Would not I linger, might I goe to warre. 

Why, I would prefently runne from my Maifler, 
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Did I but heare where were a Drumme to follow. 

Bell. Would you fo brother % 

Eujl. I good faith, fweete Sifter, 

I would fhew him as fine a paire of heeles, as light 
and nimble, as any the neateft cork fhoe in all the 
Towne turnes vp : I would f faith. 

Bell. And leaue me here alone % 

Gtiy. Alone ? why fifter, 

Can you be left alone ’mongft multitudes % 

London is full of people euery where. 

God. ”Well, leaue this iefting*. wee forget ourfelues. 
Sifter, weele haue you to our fathers houfe, 

T enioy the fmall poffeffions left you there : 

Return e we to our Maifters and our charge, 

Left feeking this our loytering to excufe, 

With forg’d inuentions wee their eares abufe. 

Sound a Drumme within foftly. 
I heare a Drumme. I haue as much power to fit, 

Sort out my wares, and fcribble on a Shop-board, 
When I but heare the muficke of a drumme, 

As to abftaine from meate when I am hungry. 

I’le know what newes before I ftirre a foote. 

Char. By heauen I am enamoured of this tune, 
’Tis the beft Muficke in the world to mee. 

Euji. My legs are marching ftreight wfiien I but 
heare it. 

Ran.^ tan, ta7i : Oh I could lead a Drumme 
With a good grace, if I but faw behind mee 
An hundred fouldiers follow in euen rankes. 

Had I but here a band of men to lead, 

Methinkes I could do wonders : Oh ’tis braue 
To be a Captaine, and command to haue. 

Enter after a Dnmme., a Caffame with a 
Proclamation. 

Cap. All Commanders, Captaines, Liefetenants, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Sergeants, Corporals, or 
common Souldiers whatfoeuer, that will accompany to 
the holy warres at Uierufalem^ Robert Duke of Nor- 
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mandy the Kings fon : they (hall haue pay and place^ 
according to their deferts. And fo God fane King 
William Surnanaed the Conqueror, 

Exit Drumme and Captaine. 
Eujl. Ean^ tan^ tan. Now by S. George^ he tells vs 
gallant newes : 

lie home no more ; He runne away to night 
Guy, If I caft Bole, or Spoone, or Salt againe, 
Before I haue beheld Hierufalem^ 

Let mee turne Pagan. 

Char, Hats and Caps adiew : 

Por I mull leaue you, if the Drumme fay true. 

Godf. Nay then haue with you brothers ; for my 
fpirit 

With as much vigour hath burft forth as thine, 

And can as hatdly be retrain’d as yours. 

Giue me your hands I will confort you too : 

Let’s try what London Prentifes can doe. 

Eujl, For my Trades fake, if good fuccelTe I haue, 
The Grocers Armes lhall in my Enfigne wane. 

Guy, And if my valour bring mee to command, 
The Goldfmiths Armes lhall in my colours hand. 

Godf, So of vs all ; then let vs in one Fleeted 
Lanch all together : and as wee are brothers, 

So let vs enter zealous amity, 

And hill preuaile by our vnited hrength. 

I know our hearts are one ; fiher Fare-well. 

Truh mee in vaine you fhould perfwade our hay : 

For wee are bent, confort vs with your prayers. 


All. 

Farewell. 

Bell 

Farewell. 

Godf. 

God! 

Guy. 

Heauen. 

Char, 

Fate^- 

Euji, 

Fortune. 

Godf 

Make vs happy men. 

To win. 


(5) in one 1615, 
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Guy, Weare. 

Char. Vanquifh. 

Eujl. Ouercome. Exeimt. 

Bdl. Amen. 

Haue you all left mee midfl a world of flraiigers. 

Here onely to my felfe : not to protedl me, 

Or to defend me from apparant wrong ? 

Since it is fo, I’le follow after you : 

In fome difguife I will purfue their fleps, 

And vnto Heauen and fortune yeeld my felfe. 

Toward fea they are gone, and vnto fea muft I, 

A Virgines vnexpedted fate to try. Exit. 

Enter marching Robert of Nor77iandy^ the Captazne^ the 
fou7'e brethren,^ I)ru7nme.i and Souldiers. 

Efiter the Prejenter. 

Pre. Thus haue you feene thefe brothers fhipt to 
Sea, 

Bound on their voyage to the holy Land, 

All bent to try their fortunes in one Barke. 

Now to auoide all dilatory newes, 

Which might with-hold you from the Stories pith. 

And fubftance of the matter wee entend : 

I muft entreate your patience to forbeare, 

Whilft we do feaft your eye, and flame your eare. 

For in dumbe fhews, which were they writ at large 
Would aske a long and tedious circumflance : 

Their infant fortunes I will foone expreffe, 

And from the trath in no one point digreffe. 

Yee haue feene the father of thefe foure faire fons, 
Already gone his weary pilgrimage : 

Godf7'ey, Guy^ Charles^ and Eujictce^ prefl to fea 
To follow Robert Duke of Nor77ia7idy. 

Imagine now yee fee the aire made thicke 
With flormy tempefls, that diflurbe the Maine, ^ 

And the foure windes at warre among themfelues : 
And the weake Barkes wherein the brothers faile, 


(6) diflurbe the fea : 1615. 
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Split on flrange rockes, and they enforc^t to fwim : 

To fane their defperate lines ; where what befell 
them 

Difperft to feuerall corners of the world, 

We will make bold to explame it in diimbe Show • 

For from their fortunes all our Scene muft grow. 

Enter with a Drum on one fide certaine Spaniards^ on 
the other fide certaine Citizens of Bullen : the 
Spaniards infult vp07i them^ afid make tJwii do 
them homage : to the Citizens enter Godfrey, as 
newly landed 6^ halfe naked^ conferres with the 
Citizens, by his injiigation they fet vpon the 
Spaniards, 6^ heate them away, they cofne to 
honour him, and he difclofeth himfelfe vnto them ; 
which done, they Crowne him, and accept him for 
their Frince : aiid fo Exeunt 

Thofe Cittizens you fee were Btdlonoyes, 

Kept vnder bondage of that tyrannous Earle, 

To whom the French King gaue that ancient 
feate, 

Which to the wronged Pilgrim did belong. 

But in the height of his ambition, 

Godfrey, by Shipwracke throwne vpon that Coaft, 
Stirres vp th’ oppreffed Citty to reuolt : 

And by his valour was th’ vfurper flaine ; 

The Citty from bafe bondage free’d againe. 

The men of Bulloigne, wondring what llrong hand 
Had be'ene the meanes of their deliuerance, 

Belought him to make knowne his birth and 
flate : 

Which Godfrey did. The people, glad to fee 
Their naturall Prince procure their liberty, 

I^omage to him, create him Earle of Bulloigne ; 

And repoffeffe him in his fathers feate. 

Where we will leaue him hauing honour wonne ; 

And now returne vnto the fecond fonnCi 
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Enter the King of France^ and his daughter 'walking . 
to them Guy all wet. The Lady entreateth her 
father for his entertainment : which is granted ; 6^ 
rich cloathes are put about him : ftc Exeunt, 

As the French King did with his daughter walke 
By the Sea-fide : from farre they might efpy 
One on a rafter fioate vpon the waues, 

Who as he drew more neere vnto the fhore, 

They might difcerne a man, though bafely clad, 

Yet fparkes of honour kindled in his eyes. 

Him at firfl fight the beauteous Lady loues ; 

And prayes her father to receiue him home : 

To which the King accords ; and in his Court 
Makes him a great and fpeciall Officer. 

There leaue we Guy a gallant Courtier prou’d, 

And of the beauteous Lady well belou’d. 

E^iter Bandeftds, with the Earle prifoner : Exeunt 
feme of them with him to pr if on : Enter Charles 
all wet with his fword \ fights with the and 
kils their Captaine \ They yeeld and offer to maki 
him their Captaine^ to which hee agrees : & fic 
exeunt omnes. 

Charles the third fonne, is by the winds and waues 
Borne on a Planke as farre as Italy., 

And lands iufl at a lofty Mountaines foote : 

Vpon whofe top a many out-la w’d Theeues, 

Bandetti, Brauoes, fuch as keepe in Caues, 

Make their aboad. This crue affailes yong Charles : 
Who in the bickering llrikes their Captaine dead. 

They wondring at his valour, and being now 
Without a Leader, humbly feeke to him 
To be their Chieftaine, and command their llrength ; 
Which at their earnefl fuite he vndertakes. ' 

Wee leaue him there, thinking his brothers drown^i, 
Nor knowing yet his father th^re lies bound. 
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Enter a Coarfe^ after it Iri/kmen mourjiing, in a dead 
March : To them enters Euflace, and talkes with 
with the chief e Mourner^ who makes fignes of con- 
fent^ after bitriall of the Coarfe^ and fo Exeunt. 

Euflace., the yongefl of the foure, was cafl 
Vpon the coafl of Ireland : and from thence 
Hee comes to trauaile to Hierufalem., 

Suppofmg his three brethren drown'd by fea. 

Thus haue you feene thefe foure, that were but now 
All in one Fleete, a many thoufand leagues 
Seuer’d from one another : Guy in France.^ 

Godfrey in Btdloigne^ Charles in Italy ^ 

Eujlace in Ireland 'mongft the Irifh kernes. 

Yet Gentlemen, the felfefame winde and fortune 
That parted them, may bring them altogether. 

Their filler followes them with zealous feete : 

Be patient, yee will wonder when they meete. 

Foure London Prentifes will ere they die, 

Aduance their towring fame aboue the skye ; 

And winne fuch glorious praife as neuer fades, 

Vnto themfelues and honour of their trades : 

Grant them your wonted patience to proceed, 

And their keene fwords lhall make the Pagans bleed. 

Exit, 


Enter Guy, and the Lady of France. 

Lady, Fie llranger, can a skinne fo white and 
foft 

Couer an heart obdurate, hard as flint ? 

Since I firll faw thee floating on the wanes, 

The Are of loue flew from your radiant eye, 

Which like a Sunne-beame pierc’d vnto my heart. 

Guy. Sweete Lady, all my powers I owe to you : 
For by your fauour I afcend this height, 

Which feates mee in the fauour of a Prince. 
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A Prince, that did he know me, in the flead 
Of doing me honour, would cut off my head : 

priuate to himfelfe^ 

Hee did exile my father : call mee downe ; 

And fpurd with enuious hate, diflrefl vs all. 

Since fortune then, and the devouring Seas, 

Haue rob’d me of my brothers, and none left 
Of all my fathers fonnes aliue but I : 

Take this aduantage, and be fecret, Giiy : 

Meete this occafion, and conclude with fate, 

To raife againe thy fathers ruin’d flate. 

Lady. Fie niggard, can you fpend fuch precious 
breath, 

Speake to your felfe fo many words apart ; 

And keepe their found from my attentiue eare, 

Which faue your words no muficke loues to heare ? 
Gity. What would you haue mee fay ? 

Lady. Would I might teach thee 1 
Oh that I had the guidance of thy tongue ! priuate. 
But what would that auaile thee foolifh Girle % 

Small hope in thofe inflrudlions I fhouid finde, 

To rule your tongue, if not to guide your minde. 

Guy. My tongue, my thoughts, my heart, my 
hand, my fword, 

Are all your feruants, who hath done you wrong 1 
Lady. I doubt not of your valour. But refoiue 
mee 

And tell me one thing truely I fhall aske you. 

Guy. Bee’t not my birth, no queflion I’le deny : 
Doubt not my truth for honour fcomes to lye. 

Lady, I do beleeue you : faire Knight do yoyi 
loue? 

Guy. To ride a horfe as well as any man : 

To make him mount, curuet, to leape, and fpring ; 

To chide the bit, to gallop, trot the ring. 

Lady. I did not aske you if you loue to ride. 
Something I meane ; which though my tongue deny, 
Looke on me, you may reade it in mine eye. 

But do you loue 1 


N 2 
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Guy, To march, to plant a battle, lead an Hoafl, 
To bee a fouldier and to goe to Warre, 

To talke of Flankes, of Wings, of skonces, holds, 

To fee a fally, or to giue a Charge, 

To leade a Vaward, Rereward, or maine Hoafl : 

By heauen I lone it as mine owne deere life. 

Lady, I know all this j your words are but de- 
laies : 

Could you not loue a Lady that loues you ? 

Tis hard when women are enforced to wood. 

Friuate, 

Guy, Where is my man to bring me certaine 
newes, 

The Kings Commiffion fends me to the warres : 

The villaine loyters in my bufmeffe. 

Lady, All this is from the matter gentle Knight : 
The Kings Commiffion may be fign’d at leafure. 

What fay you to my queflion % 

Guy, You would haue me tell you true. 

Lady, Either fpeake true, or do not fpeake at alL 
Guy, Then as I am true Knight I honour you, > 
And to your feruice will efpoufe my fword. 

I wifh you as I wifh the glorious Sunne, 

That it may euer fhine ; without whofe luftre 
Perpetuall darkneffe fhould ohe-fliade the earth. 

But tell me Lady, what you meaqe by loue. 

Lady. To loue a Lady, is with heart entire, 

To make her Miflreffe of his whole defire ; 

To figh for her, and for her ioue to weepe ; 

As his owne heart her precious fauours keepe : 

Neuer be from her, m her bofome dwell; 

To make her prefence heauen, her abfence hell ; 

Write Sonnets in her prayfe, admire her beauty : 
Attend her, feme her, count his feruice duty. 

Make her the foie commandreffe of his powers, 

And in the fearch of Loue, Ipofe all his howres. 

Guy, Tis pretty for fome foole that could en 
dure it : 

How neere am I vnto this loue, fweete Lady ? 
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I loue to mount a Steed, whofe heauy trot 
Crackes all my finewes, makes my Armour cralh : 

I loue to march vp to the necke in fnow ; 

To make my pillow of a cake of ice, 

That in the morning, when I ilretch my limbes, 

My liaire hangs thicke with dropping ificles, 

And my bright armes be frozen to the earth. 

I loue to fee my face befmear’d in blood : 

To haue a gaping wound vpon my flelh, 

Whofe very mouth would make a Lady found : 

I loue no chamber-muficke, but a Drurame, 

To giue mee hunts -vp. Could your Grace endure 
To lye all night within a fheete of maile, 

By a drawne fword that parts not from my fide, 
Embrace a body full of wounds and skarres, 

And heare no language but of blood and warres ? 

Such is my life, fuch may my honour proue : 

Make warre a Lady, I that Lady loue. 

Lady. Fie, fie, you run quite from the byas 
cleane, 

To loue that deerely, which wee hate fo deadly : 

If loue and 1 be one, you hate vs both. 

Guy. Then can I loue no Lady by my troth : 
Madame fare-well : for vnder my command 
The King your father fends ten thoufand men, 

To winne the holy Towne Hierufahm. 

Thither mufl I, efieeming your high honour 
Like a bright Comet and vnmatched Starre, 

But loue no woman in the world, faue wax*. Exit^ 
Lady. Go flint, flrike fire vpon thy enemies fleele, 
Whilfl I defcend one flep from fortunes wheele : 

Thou goeft before, loue bids me follow after : 

By thee, the King thy Lord mufl Itofe his Daughter. 

Exit 

Enier Charles like an Out-law^ with Bmdettoes and 
TkeeueSy and with the Clowm. 

Char. Theeues, and good fellows, fpeak what 
fhould I call you % 
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There’s not a rogue among you that feares God, 

Nor one that hath a touch of honefly. 

Robbers, and knaues and rafcals all together. 

Sweet confort of vild villaines, lift to me. 

Am not I well preferr’d to become Captaine 
Ynto a crew of fuch pernicious flaues ? 

I ftiall haue fuch a coyle to make you Chriftians, 

And bring you to fome ftiape of honefty. 

That ere I do it, I ftiall make your bodies 
Nothing but fcarre-crowes, to hang round |hefe 
Trees. 

Clowne. Braue Captaine couragious whom death 
cannot daunt; wee haue beene all Gentlemen and 
Houfe-holders ; But I was banifht for nothing but 
getting of Baftards ; but this fellow fled from Venice, for 
killing a man cowardly on the Rialto ; fome for one 
villany, and fome for another. Our Captaine that 
you killed, and now fupply his place, poifoned a wor- 
thy Marchant in the Citty with ratef-bane ; and flying 
hither, for his valour we made him our Generalh 
But now braue Cauallero, to thee alone wee ling 
nonero. 

Char. Well, I mufl haue you now tume honeft 
Theeues. 

Hee that commits a rape, lhali fure be bang’d : 

Hee that commits a murder, ftiall be murdered 
With the fame weapon that did a6l the deed. 

Hee that robbes pilgrims, or poore Trauellours, 

That for deuotions fake do paffe thefe Mountaines, 
Hee {hall bee naked tyed to armes of Trees, 

And in the dayes heate ftung with Wafpes and 
Bees. 

Yee flaues, He teach you fome ciuility. 

Clowne. Captaine, what fhall hee be done withall, 
that lies with a wench with her will, if bee be bung 
that lies with one againft her will 
Char. He haue him whipt^ 

Clowne.^ See, fee, I thinkethe Captaine hath beene 
a Cooke in his time, be can flt fweete meate with 
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fowre fauce. But what a foole is our Captaine, to 
prefcribe Lawes to Out-lawes? If we would haue 
kept the Lawes before in the City, wee needed not 
to haue beene driuen now to leade our Hues in the 
Country. But Captaine, fince you are our Captaine, 
we will refigne vnto you all our treafures and prifon- 
ers, and our fpoiles. Take pofleffion of them in Gods 
name, that came to vs in the deuils name. 

Cha. Your prifoners, fpoiles, and treafure all bring 
forth, 

That I may feize them as mine owne by right \ 

As heire to him whom I haue llaine in fight 

Enter the Theeues bringing in the old Earle bound, 

Earle. Yillaines I know you drag me to my 
death : 

And yee fhall do me an exceeding grace. 

Char. I am deceiu’d but I haue feene that face. 
Vill. Come, come you old gray-beard, you mufl 
before our Captaine : if hee fay Viue then line j if not, 
thou dieft if thou wert his father. 

Char. Villaine, thou liefl if thou wert my bro- 
ther : 

He fhall not die. Vpon your low knees fall, 

And aske him pardon, or I’le hang you all. ^ 

Ear. Tweene ioy and feare amaz'd in heart I 
fland : 

Doth my fonne Charles lead this vnruly band. 

Char. Your onely fonne, and all the fonnes you 
haue. 

And borne his fathers defperate life to faue. 

Ear. How camfl thou here % why dofl thou call 
thy felfe 

My onely fonne % hauing three brothers more, 

Which vnto me thy beauteous mother bore. 

Char, Once we were foure, all fellow-prentifes ; 
And after fellow-fouldiers, prefl to ferue 
The good Duke Robert in Ms holy wanes. 
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But in a fLorme, our fliips fo brauely man’d, 

Were wrackt; and faue myfelfe none Iwamme to 
land. 

They perifht there : I by the wanes and winds 
Was driuen vpon this Coall of Italy ^ 

Wheie landing naked, faue my trufty fword, 

This crue of old Bandetfds fet vpon me : 

But in the dangerous fight, by chance I flue 
The luckleffe Captaine of this damned crue : 

Who fince haue made me Captaine, here to ftay, 

Tiil fortune grant me a more profperous way. 

Earle. Mine eies haue vow’d to die tlie felfe fame 
death 

My fonnes haue done : fonne let me weepe a while, 

To bring the like deflrudlion to my eyne ; 

Thefe in fait teares ; they in a fea of brine. 

Clowfie. Is this our Captaines father? what vil- 
laines were we to vfe him fo roughly ? 

■^2:7/. If the old fornicator had but told vs fo 
mtch, wee fhould haue had the grace, either ’ to 
haue fet him free, or fortune to haue vfde him more 
gently. 

Char. Since father we haue met this happy day, 
Secure with me amongft thefe Out-lawes flay. 

Earle. Not for the world, fmce I haue loft my 
fons, 

All outward ioyes are from my heart remou’d ; 

Vaine pleafures I abhorre, all things defie, 

That teach not to defpaire, or how to dye, 

Yet ere I leaue the world, I vow to fee, 

His holy bleffed Tombe that died for mee. 

Cha. Then take along with you this bag of 
gold, 

To beare your charge in euery Inne you come : 

Deny it not, reliefe is comfortable. 

Earle. .Thanks my deere fon, expence it will 
defray, 

And ferue to deale to poore men by the way : 

And now fare-well fweet Charles^ thou all my fonnes, 
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For now the laft fand in my houre-glaffe runnes. 

Cha, Yee two condudl him fafe beyond the 
mountains. 

VilL Shall I be one? 

Clo, And I another ? 

Cha. Yee know the palTages, bee it your charge. 
VilL I am glad the filly man is weake and old : 

By heauen my fingers tickle at his gold. 

Clo> Old man is your purfe afloate ? 

I haue vow'd to cut his throate, 

But to haue it euery groate. Exeunt, 

Cha, And now returne wee to furuey our Caue, 
Perufe our treafure got by rape and fpoyle, 

Though wonne by others, yet poffeft by vs : 

Yet hencefoorth fiiall bee vfde no violence, 
rie make thefe villaines worke in feuerall trades, 

And in thefe Forreils make a Common-wealth. 

When them to ciuil nurture I can bring, 

They fhal proclaim me of thefe mountains King. 

Exeunt, 


Enter Euflace and his Irijhman, 

Eujt, I thinke thefe vpright craggy mountaine 
tops, 

Are (if the truth were knowne) high way to heauen : 
For it is ftreight and narrow, and fome places 
Are for the fleepneffe, inacceflible. 

Faire fall a rafter, and a gale of winde, 

Or I had gone to heauen a way by water 
Neerer then this by land ; that way they found, 

Who in the fait remorfelefife feas were drown'd, 

My brothers, whom I dreame on when I fleepe, 

And my eyes waking at their fortunes weepe. 
Forgetting them, the friendly Irijh coafl 
Gaue me fafe harbor ; thence I haue trauail'd hither 
Euen to thefe lofty hils of Italy ^ 

After Prince Robert Duke of Normandy, 

’Tis fafer fitting in my maiflers Ihop, 
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Crying what lacke you, then ’tis here to Hay, 

To Wolues and wilde beafts to be made a prey. 

Irijh. Maifter, fo Critl me faue, I fhal waite on 
thee, wake for thee when thou lleepeft, runne for thee 
when thou biddefl, and flye a thy errands, like an 
arrow from a bow, when thou wanteli wine, or 
meate, to drinke or eate, or any other neceffary pro- 
uifion ; 

Now I haue left my befl friend in the graue, 

My friendlhip and my feruice you lhall haue. 

Bust. Well, fortune hath preferu’d me to fome 
end *. 

It is for fome thing, that I did not fmke, 

When the fait wanes my mouth and eares did drinke : 
I might haue fed the Haddockes ; but fome power, 

Is my good Maifter, and preferues me flil : 

Wei, fword in all my troubles Hand me by, 

Thou art bound to winne me fomewhat ere I die. 

Enter the Clowne and the Villaine^ dragging the old 
Earle violently^ and riding him* 

Clowne. Giue vs the gold my Captaine gaue you, 
you olde Anatomy. 

VilL Gray-beard deliuer, or you are but dead. 

Ear* Take it my friends, full little needes this 
Hrife, 

FirH take the gold, and after take my life. 

Clo, .Nay you old lack a lent, fixe weeks and vp- 
wards : though you be our Captaines father, you can- 
not Hay there, and for furety that you Hiall not go 
back, and tell him what we haue done to you, wele 
kill you, and fling you into fome cole-pit. 

VilL Content, and when wee haue done, wee will 
returne him word we haue condudled thee paH all 
danger of the mountaines ; And now prepare thee for 
the fatal Hroke. 

Earle. Thou doH naee a great kindneffe, let it 
come : 
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God take my foule, now when thou wilt ftrike 
home. 

Bust He Hrikes his owne foule downe to Erebus^ 
That lifts a fword that lhall but touch his haire. 

Irijh, And by Saint Patricke Tie make him garter 
his hofe with his guts, that ftrikes any flroke heere. 

Clow. Whom haue wee heere % a Gentleman and 
his Water-fpaniel % Lets rob them too, and after kill 
the gray-beard. 

VtlL Content, content. Sirra lland. 

Euft. Yes, I will ftand, bafe wretch, when thou 
ihalt fall, 

And ftrike thee dead, and trampling on thy bulke 
By flamping with my foote crufli out thy foule : 

Take that you llaue, for bidding Eustace ftand. 

Me heates them both away. 

Now father go in peace. 

Ear. Thankes my faire fon, 

By whofe flout valour I haue freedome wonne : 

I can beflow vpon you nought but thankes, 

Vnleffe you will diuide this gold with me. 

Euji. No, father, keepe it; thou art old and 
poore : 

But when I want, my fword lhall purchafe more. 

Ear. By vewing him my former griefes abound, 

apart to himfelfe. 

Euen fuch a one was Eufiace that was drown'd : 

Which had he lin’d, his flature, yeares, and ail, 

Would haue refembled his, fo flreight, fo tall, 

So faire, fo fltong, of fuch a worthy fpirit ; 

But his blefl foule, by this, doth Heauen inherit ; 
Griefe for his death fo neere my heart doth dwell, 

That for my life I cannot fay fare-well Exit 

Bust The Captains father, whom the flaues had 
kifd 

Had not our comming interuented them, * 

Refembles mine in geflure, face, and looke : 

But the olde Earle my father is by this 
Within the wals of faire lerufalem : 
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Elfe had I furely tooke this aged man 

T’ haue askt him bleffing. But what next enfues ? 

I finde thefe Mountaines will be full of newes. 

Enter Charles, Clowne, Villaine^ and the crew. 

Clow, Captaine, a prize ! we two were affailed 
by two hundred, and of them two hundred, we kild 
all but thefe two : thefe are the remainder of them 
that are left aliue. 

Char, Go two or three of you, and fetch them 
in : 

If they refill you, take their weapons from them. 

Clo, I had rather fome body elfe Ihould attempt 
them then I now : But fince there is no other remedy, 
giue me three or foure of the floutefl of our crew, and 
then God and St. Anthony, 

Euft, More theeues and villaines haue begirt vs 
round : 

Now Eustace,, for the honour of thy name, 

Retume them to their Captaine backe with fhame. 

He fets vjpon them all^ and heates them. 
Char, Now by mine honour, the bell peece of 
flefh 

That euer in thefe woods held Out-law play : 

Euen fuch a fpirit had Eustace when he lin'd : 

We mufl not loofe this Gallant, if we can, 

Weele flriue to make him our companion. 

Eujl, Yee flaues, ile beate you all into a moufe- 
hole : 

And like a baited Lyon at a flake. 

Kill all the curres that come but neere to barke : 

Yee Guls, haue yee no better men amongfl you ? 

Defie your Captaine from me : here I ftand, 

To dare him to a combat hand to hand. 

Char, I were a Ballard, not my fathers fonne 
Should I refufe it. 

Euft, By all the Land I haue left me in the 
world, 
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Thaf s but my graiie : Captaine thou lionorefL me. 
Char. By all the wealth I brought into thefe 
woods, 

That' s but my fword, thou doll the like to me : 

Thou lhalt haue faire play, Gallant, by mine honour. 

Eust Falfe was my mother to my fathers bed. 

If I diould aske more oddes of Hercules. 

Char. He dies vpon my fword, diHurbes our 
fray. 

Or in the fight dares difaduantage thee. 

Eti. Were I the world-commanding Alexander y 
I would make thee my E^hestion for that word : 

I loue thee for thy valour, Captaine thiefe. 

Char. Tis that preferues thee from our violence, 
An honour’d minde lies in this Out-lawes fhape. 

So much I reckon of thy chiualry, 

That wert thou mailler of an Lidian Mine, 

Thou fhould’fl not be diminifht one denier. 

Securely fight, thy purfe is fandluary’d, 

And in this place lhall beard the proudell thiefe. 

Enst. An honor’d minded villaine, by my fword, 

A right good fellow, and an honefl thiefe. 

If I fliould haue thee proftrate at my mercy, 

I will not kill thee for thy liberal offer : 

Yet winne it lad, and take it without faile, 

I fcorne to haue my purfe go vnder baile, 

Cha. He goes beyond me in heroicke thoughts ; 
To thine I flake downe this : fland all apart 
He that fleps in, be fubiedl to our ciirfes, 

And now the better man take both the purfes. 

Eust It is a match, He feize them to thy griefe : 
Now True man try, if thou canfl rob a Thiefe. 

They fight., as they are fightings enter Bella Franca, 
purfued by an Outlaw, Jhe rmis betwixt 'them and 
parts them. 

Bell. If yee were borne of women, aid a woman. 
Char. Why what’s the matter ? 
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Bel. Oh tume the edges of your fwords ’gainR 

him, 

That in the Forrell would haue rauifht me, 

Cha. Ceafe thy purfuite, and flranger paufe a 
while, 

To heare the tenour of this Ladies plaint 
Bust Why then Kings truce* But let the purfes 
lie : 

They’le fall to my aduantage by and by* 

Cha, Now tell me Lady, what’s your fuite to me 1 
BelL To faue my life from foule inchaflity ; 

For paffmg by thefe Countries on my way, 

To pay my zealous vowes in Golgotha^ 

Attended onely by a little page : 

This villaine with a crew of ruffian thieues, 

Seiz’d what we had firll, haled my page from me : 

And after would haue wrackt my chaflity : 

But being fwift of foote, feare lent me wings, 

Hither (I hope in happy time) to flye, 

Eyther to faue mine honour, or to die. 

Char, Thy honour and thy life are both fecur’d : 
And for a Ladies fake you much refemble, 

Command my fword, my fubiedls, and my caue : 
Where fuccour, all offenceleffe, you ffiall haue : 

Sirra go you, and fcoure about the hill. 

Clowne, I goe. 

Bell, How like is he to Charles by ffiipwracke 
dead ! 

And he to Enjlace periffit in the wanes 1 
But they are both immortal Saints in Heauen : 

Yet 1 am glad becaufe thefe ffiapes are theirs : 

My happy comming hath tane vp their hrife, 

Preferuing mine owne honour and my life. 

Bust So blulht my fitter : and this Out-law thiefe 
Hath a refemblance to my brother Charles : 

But ffie in London Hues a Virgine pure : 

He’s in fome huge Wliales belly too too fure. 

Char. A pretty Wench yfaith, I’ie marry her, 

And make her Queene of all this Out-law crew. 
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Bust I am halfe in loue already, at firft fight : 
How will this raging flame increafe by night ? 

Ch, Faire beauteous maide, refigne your loue to 
me ; 

Miflreffe of all thefe Forrefls you fhall be. 

Bust Loue me, Vie kiffe away thefe teares of 
griefe : 

Sweet Wench embrace a True-man, fcorne a Thiefe. 
C/iar. How now fir fauce ! You are as bold me 
thinks, 

As if you were a free-man of our Trade : 

None but my felfe plead interefl: in this maide. 

Bust My interefl is as much ; in this ’tis 
greater, 

Becaufe that of the two, I loue her better. 

C/m7'^ Proud paffenger, lie make thee eate that 
word. 

Bust If I eate aire, thou flialt digefl my fword. 
C/ia. Reuiue this quarrel, let the former die : 

Fight we for her, and let the purfes lie. 

Bust Outlaw, I rather loue to flght, then brail : 
He win from thee thy Wench, thy purfe, and all. 
jBell. Stay Gentlemen. S/ie steps beiwcene them. 
Bust By Heauen, I fcome to flay. 

Till both the purfes I haue tane away. 

C/iar. My fword for me, my miftrefle, and my 
gold : 

My refolution fhall my claime vphold. 

Bnter the Clowne run?img betwixt them. 

Clotune. What doe you meane Gentlemen to fight 
among your felues, that fhould be friends, and had 
more need to take one anothers part, to fight againfl 
your enemies. We fhall all be flaine, kil’d, murdered, 
Maflacred For my owne part, if I had nine Hues 
like a Cat ; they were all fure to dye one Dogges 
death. 

Char. Why ? What’s the matter fellow ? 
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Clowne, Oh noble Captaine, we fhal all be flaine. 
Tankard a Prince of Italy ^ with an Army hath befet 
the foote of the Mountaines, and hath vow’d to make 
Venifon of all vs poore Out-Lawes, and kill vs like 
Deere. Fare-wel, lie go ihift for one. 

Char, Deere we will be too him, before he do it, 
And deerely fell our defperate karcaffes. 

Kind flranger wilt thou take a Truce with me, 

Thou fhalt diuide with me my dignity : 

We two will ioyntly ore thefe mountaines raigne, 

And by our valours, our ellates maintain. 

Bust, Becaufe I hear thy life in jeopardy. 

And thou haft dealt with me fo honourably, 

Receive my hand ; now I am wholly thine. 

And, ye mad rogues, I am half your Captain now, 
Look when ye fee me nod, ye crouch and kneel, 

Make legs^ and curt’fies, and keep bare your crowns. 
Clo, Tis hard to teach them manners that are 
Clownes. 

But for my owne part, here’s a legge, here’s a cap, 
here^s'a knee, 

All thefe fweete halfe Captaine, I referue for thee. 
Eujl, Speake, doe you all accept me % 

Omnes, We do, we do. 

EuJl, Then brother thiefe, I am turn’d Outlaw 
too, 

But to do no man wrong, I make that Law, 

Onely to paffe this tedious Summer heere, 

Till wee our downe-caft fortunes may vp-reare. 

Cha, You fhare with me in loue, in minde, in all. 

foft fnarcL 

But hearke, 1 heare our enemies Drummes do 
brawle. 

Euft, Their voice is welcome : oh that I had 
with mee 

As many good lads, honell Prentifes, Apart, 

From Eastcheape, Canmzckepireeie, and Lmdmplone, 
To ende this Battle, as could with themfelues 
Vnder my condu<5l if they knew mee heere : 
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The doubtfull dayes fucceffe wee neede not feare. 

Apart, 

Char, Oh for fome Cheape-fide boyes for Charles 
to le^d : 

They would flicke to it, when thefe Out-lawes 
faile. 

Wilhes are winde, lets thinke our felues well man’d, 
Weele fooner die, then flye, fo make a iland. 

Enter Tancred with Drmmne a7id Souldiers, 

Tanc, Are thefe the Out-lawes that diflurbe our 
peace 2 

Thinke they thefe Mountaine toppes can fhelter 
them 

From our reuengej 'and iull afiembled Armes ? 

Chan Come, come, let vs prepare to anfwere 
them. 

Tanc, Which be the chiefe of thefe confounded 
troupes ? 

Char. Prince, I am one of them. 

Euji, And I another. 

Char, I am his friend. 

EuJi, And I his Out-law-brother. 

Tanc, Plow dare you fland contemptuous 'gainfl 
your liege % 

Captains, ye are our men. 

Char, That we deny : 

I am a ftranger, Tancred, 

Euji, So am I. 

Tanc. Such valour is reported to appear apart to his 
In the brave deeds of thefe rude foreflers, owne people. 
That wee could rather wilh they were our friends, 

To dwell in Cities, then keepe out in Caues. 
Confidering now what warres we haue in hand, 

Their martiall fpirits might much aduantage vs, 

Would they but keepe within fome honored bounds. 
Weele worke them if we can to our alliance, 

And rather motion loue, then proud defiance. 
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Char, Why comes the County Palatine in Armes, 
To fight againt vnarmed Forreflers % 

If Ihou wilt winne renowne, bend thy braiie forces 
Gainfl Pagans that befiege Hieriifalejn. 

Small fame and honour canfl thou winne thee here, 
Befides our cheape Hues thou fhalt purchafe deere. 

Eu, We haue reformed thefe villaines fince we 
came, 

And taught them manners and ciuility : 

All rape and murder we repay with death : 

Amongfl vs doth not hue a rauifher. 

' Ta 7 i, I haue heard no leffe, but that you weed out 
fuch 

As paffe the bounds of Chriflian honefly : 

Which make me rather offer peace then warre. 

But what bright virgine Hands fo difcontent % 

Char, My life. 

Euji, My loue. 

Tan. The word had bene weH fpent, 

If I had faid mine too : for I proteA, 

Of all this number I affedl her beft. 

Char. Beleeue me fellow-partner in my rule, 

You offer wrong to impart in this my loue, 

Eujl, Halfe of al’s mine, I claime it as my 
due : 

In which bright Virgin, I except not you. 

Ta7i. I do containe my loue with much ado : 

For her (me thinkes) I could turne Out-law too. 

Eujl, What, do you thinke to haue a double 
fhare % 

Halfe of her’s mine ; I will not bate an haire. 

Char, By thine owne words thou gau’fl me halfe 
at leafl. 

EuJl. ■ But lie haue all, my Title is encreaft. 

Tafic, Stay Captaines, for our annall Crownes 
reuenues, 

We would not loofe the weakefl of you both, 

So much do we affedl your Chiualries. 

Let me take vp this mutuall enmity : 
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Your quarrell is for her; both would enioy her. 

You claime her as your right. To Charles, 

Char, ’Tis true I do. 

Tanc, And Captaine, you fay Ihe belongs to you % 
Euji, True (valiant Prince) my hopes fhaii his 
deflroy : 

Thou art mine owne, fweet wench, Heauen giue 
vs ioy. 

Tanc, Then till this ftridl contention ended be, 
Deliuer this bright Virgin vnto me. 

Here fhall our former hate and difcord ceafe : 

This Lady fhall be Hoflage of your peace. 

Vnto thy chaige we giue ten thoufand men. 

To Charles, 

As many fouldiers we refigne to thee. To Eujiace, 
Make me her keeper till thefe warres be done : 

Ye haue the price, I my content haue wonne. 

Cha, Honour hath taught the Palatine to fpeake. 
Etijl, Since what we both defire, one can but 
haue, 

Take charge of her. Let me receiue the charge 
Of a great Army, and commanding power ; 

Before I marry, I mull winne my Dower. 

Char, So fay I too, and Out-law life adiew. 

Tan. And welcome loue, which I mufL keepe 
for you. 

Their Drummes fhall fcoid, mine fliall haue time to 
ceafe, 

And whilfl they warre, with her He make my peace. 
Are you content, fweete Lady % 

Bell, I muft do 

That which amongil you all bell pleafeth you. 

I am a prifoner ; prifoners mull obey. 

You fay I Ihall, and I mull nqt fay nay. 

Char, Do fo, fweete lone. 

Euft, Till thefe warres ended be 
I prethee fweete loue, keepe thy heart to me. 

Tan. Come Captaine, we bequeath you to your 
charge, 


o 2 
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To marcli with fpeed towards the holy wanes. 

This Lady, as our life we will efleeme, 

And place her in the honour of a Queene. Exeunt 

Enter Robert of Normandy^ Godfrey of Bullotgm^ 
and Guy of Leffmgham^ with Dnmms and Soul- 
diers. 

Godf What art thou with thy browe qonfronteft 
me % 

Guy. One that thinkes fcorne to giue leall place to 
thee. 

Godfr. Thou knowTt mee not to fet my name fo 
light. 

Guy. I reck thee not, nay frowne thou canft not 
fright. 

Wee are no babe : or if wee were, yet know 

Thy proud face cannot like a Bug-beare fhow. 

Godf Thou hall Urucke lire vpon a flinty fpirit. 

Think’ll thou becaufe thou lead’ll the French Kings 
troupes, 

And art Commander of a few bold French, 

That we wdll yeeld the vpper hand to thee % 

I let thee know thou hall dilhonoured mee. 

Guy. I let thee, know thou hall done as much 
by me : 

Think’ft thou, thou canll outface me ? proud man, 
no : 

Know I efleeme thee as too weake a foe. 

Godf. Now by my Knight-hood He reuenge this 
wrong ; 

And for that word, thy heart lhall curfe thy tongue. 

Rob. What meane thefe hally Princes thus to 
iarre, 

And bend their fwords againft their mutuall breafls, 

Whofe edge were lharpned for their enemies crells ? 

Godfr. He lhall not march before me. 

Gzty. But I will. 
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Godf, Zounds but thou Ihalt not, by this bleffed day, 
I’le pitch thee like a barre out of my way. 

Guy. Thy armes want llrength, thou canft not 
toffe me fo. 

Godf. No, can they not? by heauen Tie try a 
throw. 

Rob^ Prince, I charge you by the honoured zeale, 
And loue to him for whom ye come to fight. 

To ceafe this enuy and abortiue iarre. 

The fields are broad enough for both to march, 

And neither haue the vantage of the ground. 

Guy. Roberty mine arme lhall adl a wondrous 
thing, 

rie hurle him like a ftone out of a fling. 

Not haue the way ? I’le fling thee on the earth. 

And then march ouer thee with all my Troupes. 

Godf. Robert of Normandy^ by ail the honour 
Thou hop’ll t’atchiue thee in thefe holy warres. 

Stand from betwixt vs, let’s but try one fall 
I’ie call his corke-like trunke by wondrous skill. 

As Hercules threw Lycas from an Hill. 

Rob. For Gods fake and our Sauiours, in whole 
booke 

Yee now are entred as his fouldiers prefl. 

In whofe Campe Royall if yee mutiny, 

Yee are found guilty by his martiall Law, 

And worthy death : I charge you Princes both, 
T’abahdon this iniurious enmity. 

Stand you betwixt them Souldiers, lell this fling 
Of biinde fedition, raigne in this our Army 
And feed vpon our bodies like a plague. 

Princes I charge you by your Sauiours blond 
Shed for your fmnes, yee fried none at this time. 

Godf. Well let him march before, I will refigne . 
Robert preuaiies ; French-man the right is thine. 

Guy. I will not march firfl ; but in courtefie 
I will refigne that honoured place to thee ; 

But what a King fhould fay, I fhould not do 
With violent rage that would I run into. 
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Go on, by heauen you fhall, I yeeld it to you ; 

By heauen you lhal, the place I freely grant. 
Fnendlhip can more with me, then rude conflraint 
God. Thy honoured loue with honour I retiirne, 
What thou would^fl giiie me, I reiigne thee backe \ 
This kind reply to me ftands like a channe, • 

Then royally let’s march on arme in arme. 

Rob. Such iuft proportion Princes Hill fhould 
keepe. 

Braue Lord of BuUoigne ioyne your Troupes with 
ours, 

That are by birth approued EngUJhmen ; 

And Lord of France that vnder your condudl 
Haue ready arm’d ten thoufand fighting men, 

To fight with vs for faire lerufalem., 

DiftreH by mif-beleeuing Infidels, 

Let vs vnite a friendly Chriflian league. 

We haue entred, valiant Lords, vpon our way* 

Euen to the midfl of fertile Lombardy., 

By writers term’d the Garden of the world. 

Halfe of our way we haue ouercome already : 

Then let vs here incampe vpon thefe Downes. 

But Hay, what threatning voyce of warfare founds. 

Enter after a Trumfet Euflace. 

Godf , Had not yong Eustace in the feas beene 
drown’d, 

I fhould haue faid, he treads vpon this ground. 

And but none fcap’d the dangerous feas faue I, 

This French^man I fhould thinke my brother Guy. 

Bust Princes, my- Maifler County Palatine, 
Wondring what bold foote durfl prefume to tread 
Vpon his Confines without asking leaue, 

Sends me to know the caufe of your arriue : 

Or why the arm’d hoofes of your fiery Heeds 
Dare wound the fore-head of his peacefull Land. 

Godfr. Dare % fends thy Lord in that ambitious 
key % 
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Gtiy. Or hath the pride of thy refined tongue 
Guilded thy meffage with thefe words of fcorne ? 

Rob. A.dd’fl thou vnto thy meffage, Kn^ht, or 
no ? 

Enjl. The naked tenour of my Maiflers minde 
Thus I infold ; rafh fancy infolent, 

That by audacious boldneffe haue not fear’d 
To breake into my Soueraignes royall pale ; 

I charge you to returne the way you came, 

And flep by flep tell euery tedious flride, 

That you haue meafured raOily in his Land : 

Or by the honour of his name he fweares, 

To chace you from the margent of his Coaft, 

With an vnnumbred Army and huge Hoafl. 

God. March backe againe? Oh fcandall to our 
names ! 

Haue we deferu’d to be fo cenfur’d on, 

Though not one man vpon my part would ftand. 
Alone I’ie pierce the bowels of his Land. 

Guy. Bafely retire, and thirty thoufand flrong ? 
Were the whole worlds power ambufht in our way, 

Yet would we on. Returne difhonourably % 

Forward I’le march, though euery flep I tread 
Plunge me in bloud, thus high aboue my head. 

Rob. Princes, haue patience, let me anfwere him. 
Knight, I condemne not thee for fpeaking boldly 
The proud defiance that thy Maifler fends : 

But mildly we returne our pleafures thus. 

We do confeffe it was fome ouer-fight 
To march fo farre, without fome notice giuen 
Vnto the Lord and Prince that owes the Land : 

And we could wifh that we had crau’d his leaue. 

But fmce ’tis thus, that we haue march’d thus farre, 
And bafely to retire is infamous. 

(If not with leaue) we forward meane to go ; 

Defpight of King or Emp’rour fhall fay no. 

Rust 1 will informe the Prince my Soueraigne fo. 

Exit 
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Guy. That yong Knights face^ me thinks, I well 
fliould know. 

Godfr. I fee the fwords were iharpt 'gainft In- 
fidels, 

Mufl be employ’d to lauilh Chriflian blond. 

Vpon his foule lye all the heynous guilt, 

Who being a Chriflian Prince, forbids and barres 

Our quiet paffage to thefe Pagan warres. 

Guy. This bickering will but keepe our armes in- 
vre, 

The holy battailes better to endure. 

Rob. Well, Heauen for vs, for our intent is good : 

Charg’d be their foules with all this Chriflian blond* 

Enter Tancred, Charles, Euflace, Drtmmey Colours 
and Souldzers, marching. 

Tanc. What art thou brau’fl the County Pala- 
tine ? 

Rob. My name is Robert Duke of Normandy. 

Ta?ic. Speake, will yee all retire the way ye 
came % 

Rob. God keepe Duke Robejd from fo foule a 
fhame- 

Godf. Bafely retire when we haue march’d thus 
farre ? 

Firfl we’le vnpeople this thy Land by warre. 

Char. Then will we driue you backe by our maine 
force, 

And feize vpon your Troupes of Foote and Horfe. 

Guy, ^ So fay you : but fhould you attempt to do’t 

We flraight fhould ouerthrow you Horfe and Foote. 

Eust. So faid, fo done, braue Lord, were gallant 
play. 

But you would at the firfl pufh fhrinke away. 

Rob. No proud Italians all our fpirits are fire, 

Which burnes not down-ward, but is made t’afpire. 

Prince we confeffe wee did forget our felues, 
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Prefuming on that ancient priuiledge 

Which eueiy Chriflian brother Prince Ihould claime 

One in the intereil of anothers name. 

An errour we confefle, though not a fault. 

But bafely with difhonour backe to fiye, 

And to be held as cowards we deny. 

Tan. And nothing elfe can fatisfie mine ire, 

But whence ye came the fame way to retire. 

Rob. And that I’le neuer do. 

Godf. Nor L 
Guy. Nor I. 

Char. Then fhall yee on thefe Lumbard Cham- 
paines die. 

To Armes braue Souldiers. 

Eujl. Strike vp warlike Drumme. 

Prepare you, Chriflian Princes, now we come. 

Godf. Stay braue Prince Tamred^ flay great Nor- 
ma7t Duke. 

Out of my zeale to God and Chriflendome, 

To ilanch the bloud which fhould be broacht this 
day, 

Vnto the griefe of all that honour Christ, 

And ioy to fuch as loue Idolatry : 

I make this challenge generall through the Hoafl 
Of him that interrupts vs on our way. 

If any proud Italmi dare take vp 

The honour’d gage which I haue here throwne down, 

And fight a fmgle combate for our paffage ; 

Thefe fiiall be made our flridl conditions. 

If him I conquer, all our Hoafl fhall march 
Without leafl let and contradidlion : 

If I be vanquifht by thy Champions hand, 

Our Army fhall march backe out of thy land. 

Char. A Princely motion to fane Chriflian bloud. 
Great Prince of Italy, vpon my knee 
I humbly beg I may that Champion be. 

Tan. Thou haft thy fuite ; thy valour hath bene 
tride : 

With a rough brow fee thou confront his pride. 
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Rob. Then what ten thoufand Chrillian lines fliould 
right, 

Thefe two braue Lords will end in fingle fight 
Tan. It is agreed. 

Euji. Stand to't, braue Out law-brother 
Would I were one of them. 

Gtiy. And I the other. 

Char. What weapon wilt thou vfe ? 

Godf. That which next comes. 

Giue me this Partizan : now flrike vp Drummes. 

Char. Giue me this fouldiers ; Trumpet, found a 
charge : 

I’le flop the paffage which he feekes f enlarge. 

Godf. Princes fland off, my warlike arme this 
day 

For all your Troupes fhall winne a profperous way. 
Char. Thou canfl not enter though the way flood 
ope : 

My heart, and this, thy paffage vowes to Hop, 

Godf. Yet will I through. 

Char. Thou fhalt not, this fayes nay. 

Godfr. Oh but behold ! I haue this to hew my 
way. 

They fight, and are parted by Robert and Tancred. 
Tan. I would not loofe my Champion for the 
world. 

Rob. Nor I this Prince : For were thefe fpirits 
fpent, 

All Chriflendome their fortunes might lament. 

Part them on equall oddes, and equall termes : 

Both a like valiant, both haue honour wonne, 

More valorous line not vnderneath the Sunne. 

Tan. We will referue their haughty Chiualries, 

To exercife againfl Gods enemies. 

Bust. They haue wonne honour, I haue idly 
flood: 

By my good ilarres lie haue a challenge too, 

If any in their Campe dares anfwere mee. 

Giue me thy Pike, a Pike a Prince may traile, 
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And at that weapon will I challenge all. 

Great Prince, thefe fiery Princes that came hither 
To braue our forces, had a Champion 
To challenge vs : Are we as valiant, 

And fhall we faile to do the like to them ? 

Giue me but leaue, my Lord, to fend one boaft 
T’aifright them, like a Diuel, through their Hoafi. 
Tan. It pleafeth vs ; then when thou wilt begin. 
Toif. What Champion fhall we haue to anfwer 
him ? 

Guy, I fhould efleeme him my immortal foe, 

That fhould attempt to take away the honour 
Of fuch a flrong encounter from my hand : 

Champion appeare betwixt our Royal Hoafls, 

Let’s fee thy flrength make good thy haughty boafls. 
£us^. I am here ; Land thou forth on the aduerfe 
part : 

Suruey me well, braue He^or I refemble, 

Whofe very brow ^id make the Greekes to tremble. 

Guy. But I Achilles., proud ambitious boy, 

Will drag thy coarfe about the Wals of Troy : 

Giue me thy Pike, He Ioffe it like a reed. 

And with this bul-rufli make mine enemy bleed : 
Rapier and Pike, is that thy honoured play ? 

Looke downe yee gods, this combat to furuey. 

Euji. Rapier and Pike, this combat fhall decide : 
Gods, Angels, Men, lhal fee me tame thy pride. 

Guy. Thou do’Lthy felf wrong to ore-charge thine 
arme 

With fuch a weapon as thou canft not wield : 

He teach thee ,* thou fhalt like my Zany be : 

And feigne to do my cunning after me. 

EuJi. Thou wouldil inUrudl thy mailer at this 
play: 

Think’ ft thou this Rye-flrew can ore-rule my arme % 
Thus do I beare him when I vfe to march : 

Thus can I fling him vp, and catch him thus 
Then thus, to try the finewes of my arme. 

They toffe their ^ikes. 
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Guy. But thou fhouid'fl charge him thus, aduance 
him thus, 

Thus fhould’fl thou take him, when thou feeft from 
farre 

The violent horfes runne to breake our rankes. 

Bust. All that is nothing, I can toffe him 
thus. 

Guy. I thus : tis eafier fport then the Baloone. 

Bust We trifle time, this fhall thy rage with- 
{land. 

Guy. With this, our Hoaft fhall peirce thy Soue- 
raignes Land. 

They fight. Robert and the Palatine cafi their 
Warders betweene them^ and part them. 

Rob. That hoafl fhould loofe ten thoufand Pagans 
Hues 

With the rich honour of their ouerthrow, 

That fliould but loofe his Champion in this com- 
bat 

If both fhould perifh, our braue Chriflian Army 
Should be more weake by thoufands then it was. 

Tan. Their matchleffe valour hath preuaiFd 
with vs, 

Freely enioy the pleafures of our Land, 

Our Army here we do conioyne with yours, 

To lead them to the faire Hierufialeni. 

Rob. We pawne our faith to this perpetual 
League. 

And now we fhew our felues that Chriflian Hoafl, 

In which true peace fhould flourifh and abound : 

Vnto this peace let drums and trumpets found. 

florijh. 

Champions embrace, and all your fleme debate 
Poure in abundance on the Pagans heads : 

Princes and Lords, let ourwnited bands 
Winne backe ludea from the Pagans hands, 

Bxeunt all marching. 
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Mmiet the French Lady, 

Lady, Thus haue I maskt my bafhful modefty 
Vnder the habite of a trufty Page, 

And now my feruants femant am I made : 

Lone, that transform’d the gods to fundry fhapes, 
Hath wrought in me this Metamorphofis : 

My loue and Lord, that honoured me a woman, 
Loues me a youth ; employes me euery where ; 

I feme him, waite vpon him, and he fweares 
He fauours both my tmth and dilligence : 

And now I haue learnt to be a perfedl Page, 

He will haue none to tmffe his poynts but me, 

At boord to waite vpon his cup but me : 

To beare his Target in the field, but me : 

Nay, many a thing, which makes me blulh to 
fpeake, 

He will haue none to lie with him but me, 

I dreame and dreame, and things come in my 
mind : 

Onely I hide my eyes ; but my poore heart 
Is bard and kept from loues fatiety : 

Like Tantalus^ fuch is my poore repafl, 

I fee the Apples that I cannot tafle : 

I’le flay my time, and hope yet, ere I die, 

My heart fhall feafl as richly as my eye. 

Exit, flourijk. 

Enter the old Soldan, the yong Sophy, tables and 
formes, and Moretes, Turnus, with Drumme ana 
fouldiers, 

Sol, Counfel braue Lords, the Chriflian army 
marches 

Euen to our gates with paces vndiflurb’d : 

The hollow earth refounds with weight of armes, 

And fhrinkes to beare fo huge a multitude ; 

They make a valley as they march along, 

And rayfing hils encompaffe either fide : 
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Counfell, braue Lords, thefe terrours to decide. 

Sop. Jones great Vice-gerent ouer ail the world : 
Let vs confront their pride, and with our powers 
Difperfe the llrength of their aflembled Troupes. 

SoL Sion is ours by conqueft : All Judea 
Is the rich honour of our conquering fwords : 

Shall we not guard it then, and make our breafls 
The Wals that fhall defend lerufalein % 

Sop. They fhall march ouer vs, that march this 
way : 

Before the Chriflians fhall attayne thefe wals 
With dead mens faces we will paue the earth. 

Sol. I cannot iudge the Chriflians are fo mad 
To come in way of battle, but of peace. 

Sop. They rather trauayle in deuotion, 

To pay their vowes at their MeffiaJis Tombe, 

And fo, as Pilgrimes, not as fouldiers come. 

Sol. Your own power blinds you and hath 
skreen’d your eies ; 

My haires do weare experience liuery : 

But yours, the badge of youth and idleneffe : 

Their Army ftands vpon a mountaine top, 

Like a huge Forreft : ther tall Pikes, like Pines, 

In height do ouer-peere the lower Trees ; 

Their Horfemen ride like Ceritaurs in the meads, 

And fcout abroad for pillage and for prey .• 

Courage is their good Captaine. 

* Sop. Courage : no. 

Pale feare, and blacke deftrudlion, leads the foe. 

SoL I fay again®, the Chriftian Princes leade 
An Army, for their power, inuincible : 

Vi<5lorious hope fits houering on their plumes : 

Their guilded Armour fhines againft the Sunne, 
Dazeling our eyes from top of yonder Hill, 

Like the bright flreakes that flow from Paradife. 

Sop. O conqueft worthy the braue Perfian fwords : 
Let vs defcend from forth the Towne and meete 
them. 

5^?/. No. 
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Sop. Yes. 

SoL Should loiie himfelfe in thunder anfwer I 
When we fay no ; wee’d pull him from the skye. 

Sop. Should Soldan, Sophy, PriefL or Presbyter, 

Or gods, or Diuels, or men, gaine-fay our will ; 

Him, them, or thee, would the braue Perfian kill, 

Mor. Quench your hot fpleens with drops of 
fweete aduice, 

Temper your rage with counfel mighty Kings. 

Sol. I fay we will make peace with Chriflendome. 
Sop. I fay the Perfian fcornes to be colleague, 

Or to haue part with them of ChrifLendome. 

Sol. Yet heare my age. 

Sop. Yet hearken to my youth. 

Mor. My tongue giue place vnto the Soldans age. 
Tur. But I applaud the Perfians youlhfull rage. 
Sol. Stay Lords, our graue experience doth forefee 
The mifchiefes that attend on this debate : 

We tread the path of our deftru<flion. 

By our diffentions grow the Chriflians flrong. 

Whom our vnited hearts may eafily quell : 

Braue Perfian Sophy, we commend your hate 
To them that haue abhorr’d our Pagan gods : 

Yet temper it with wifedorae, valiant Prince : 

Tis our fecurity I would mcreafe, 

When with my words I mention gentle peace. 

Mor. Experience doth inftrudl the Soldans tongue, 
Hearken to him, he fpeakes iudicially. 

Sop. My tongue a while giues licence to mine 
eare : 

The depth of your graue wifdomes let vs heare. 

Sol. Then thus, lefs fend vnto the Chriflian’s 
Hoafl 

To know what caufe hath brought them thus far 
arm’d : 

If peaceably they come to vifite here 

The ancient Reliques of their Sauiours Tombe ; 

Peace fhall condudl them in, and guard them out : 

But if they come to conquer Syons Hill, 
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And make irruption through our triple Wals ; 

Death and defpaire fhall ambulh in their way, 

And we will feize the Enfignes they difplay. 

SoJ>, My youth yeelds willingly to your graue 
yeares, 

Let it be fo. But whom fhall we elefl 
To be created Lords Embaffadours ? 

Sol. Moretes fhall be one, for I am fure 
He will employ his tongue, peace to procure. 

Sop. . Turmis another, he that all things dares, 

Will with defiance flirre them vp to warres. 

Sol. Moretes and braue Turnus^ fpeed you 
flraight 

Vnto the Chriflian Hoaft : Say, if they come 
Like Pilgrimes, to behold the Sepulchre, 

Our gates fland open to receiue them in : 

And be you paineful to perfwade a peace. 

But if they fland vpon their hoflile ground, 

Say that our brefts are arm’d, our fwords are keene, 
Bold are our hearts, and fiery is our fpleene, 

And fo be gone. 

Mot. I to perfwade a peace. Exit. 

Tur. I go the furious rage of war f encreafe. 

Exit 

Sol. We will meane time condudl, our royal! 
hoafls : 

(One halfe is mine, the other you fhall lead,) 

To intercept them ere they winne the fight 
Of thefe inuincible and high-built Wals : 

Braue Ferjtans, we will both in ambufh lie : 

^ Sure now the Chriflians are all come to die. 

Exeunt 

Enter Tancred with Bella Franca, richly attired., Jhe 
fomewhat affedling him^ though Jhe makes no fhew 
of it., Robert of Normandy, the foure brethren, 
and the French Lady like a Page. 

Tam. Behold, braue Chriflian Princes, all the 
glory 
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That Tancred can inherite in this World, 

Bust, Part of it ’s mine. 

Char, And part belongs to me. 

Godf, An heauenly mixture, now befhrew my 
heart. 

But Godfrey with the refl could cry halfe part. 

Gtiy, I am all hers. 

Rob, That Lady feemes to me 
The faireft creature euer eye did fee. 

Bell, Tancred^ of all, thy face befl pleafeth me : 

m priuate. 

Tan, Faire Lady. 

Eufl, Madame. 

Cha, Miflreffe. 

Godf. Beauteous loue. 

Guy, Bright Goddeffe. 

Rob, Nymph‘. 

Fren, Lady. Loue whom ye will fay I : 

So yee affedl not my beloued Guy, 

Ta?t, Lords, fhe is mine. 

Eufl, When did my interefl ceafe 1 
Char. When I am here, you brother Out-law 
peace. 

Godf. Why fhould not I enioy her ? 

Rob, Why not I? 

Guy. She can haue none but me. 

Eufl, 6^ Cha. That we deny. . 

Bell. Princes, what means this frenzy in your 
hearts ? 

Or hath fome Negroraanticke Coniurer 
Rais’d by his Art fome fury in my fhape, 

To worke fedition in the Chriflian campe ? 

You haue confirm’d by general! Parliament 
A Statute, that muft ftand inuiolate : 

Namely, that mutiny in Prince or Pefant 
Is death, a Kingdome cannot faue his life : 

Then whence proceed thefe ilrange contentions ? 

Cha. I feiz^d her firfl. 

Bust, I firft her thoughts did proue. 
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Tan. I plead the compofition for my lone. 

Rob. If wealth will win the thoughts of that chafle 
Lady, 

I’le bid as faire as any for her loue. 

Godf. If valour may atchieue her, I ’mongll 
many 

Will bid more •warlike blowes for her then any. 

Guy. Nay, if you go to fcrambling, this for me. 

Draw. 

Frmch Lady. Speed they that lift, fo you repulfed 
be. 

Bell. Yet heare me Princes. 

FacJI. Hence with friuolous words. 

Godf. Stand we to prate, when others draw their 
fwords. 

Char. Speake thou my caufe. Draw. 

Tan. This ftiall my pleader be. Draw. 

Gicy. Thou art for vs. Draw. 

Rob. x\nd fword fpeake thou lor me. 

Bel. He that beft loues me, pierce me with his 
fword, 

Left I become your generall ouerthrow : 

I do coniure you by the loue you beare me. 

Either to banifli this hoftility, 

Or all at once to adl my Tragedy. 

A blow is death proclaim’d by Parliament : 

‘ Can ye make lawes, and be the firft that break them ? 
Knew I that this my beauty bred this ftrife, 

With fome black poyfon I would ftaine my cheeks, 
Till I lookt fouler then an jFthioL. 

Still do ye brandifh your contentious fwords ? 

This night fhall end my beauty, and to morrow 
Looke to behold my Chriftall eyes fcratcht out, 

My vifage martyr’d, and my haire tome off ; 

Hee that beft loues it, ranfome it with peace ; 

I will preferue it, if your fury ceafe ; 

But if ye ftiil perilft, the heauens I call 
As my vowes witneffe, I will hate ye all. 
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Tan. To Ihew my loue, my fword*^ihall fleep in 
reft. 

Godf. rie keepe mine fharpe for the braue Soldans 
creft. 

Guy. Peace fword. 

Rob. The Normafi Robert keeps his keen, 

T’abate the fury of the Soldans fpleene. 

Ch. My fword cries truce. 

Eu. Blade when thou next art feen, 

Thou mak’ft thy Lord a King, his loue a Queene. 

Bell. You haue redeem’d my beauty, your lafL 
iarre 

Had made perfection with my face at warre. 

Eujl. Lady, the vertuous motions of your heart 
Adde to the abundant graces of your fame, 

It was your beauty that did blinde our foules, 

And in our clofe brefts plac’d obliuion : 

Tis true, we haue ordain’d a ftriCt decree, 

That whofoeuer in our Chriftian Hofl 
Strikes with a fword in hoftile enmity, 

Forfeits his life, then breake off this debate, 

And keepe our owne decrees inuiolate. 

Enter with a TucJzet before them Turnus, 

• a7id Morates. 

Mor. Health to the Chriffians from the mighty 
Soldan. 

Tu. Death and deflruClion from the Perfian 
Sophy. 

Rob. That tongue brings peace, to thee will I 
attend. 

Godf That tongue brings war, thy motions we 
commend. 

Tan. Speake peace, thy lookes are fmooth, we’le 
lift to thee. 

Char. Speake warre, bring war, and we to war 
agree. 

Mor. The Babylonian Soldan, mighty Princes, 

p 2 
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Sends me to know the caufe of this your March 
Into a Land fo fan'e remote from yee : 

If yee intend to fee your Prophets Tombe, 

As holy Pilgnmes, Peace lhal guard your way. 

Bust Peace we defie : let’s heare what thou canll 
fay. 

Rob. Proceede, proceed. 

Guy. Do : and lie found my Drumme 
To drowne his voyce, that doth for parleance come. 

Bust Why, 1 am borne to nothing in this world 
But what my fword can conquer. Should we yeeld 
Our fortunes to bafe compofition, 

I haue no hopes mine honour to encreafe : 

Curfl be his bafe eare that attends to peace. 

Mor. Let me conclude my meffege. 

Godf. Pagan, no : 

Warres friend fpeake thou, I am to Peace a foe. 

Tur. Tke Perfian Sophy thus inftrudls my tongue. 
That Prince amongll you whofe heroicke brell 
Dares Ihew it felfe to his triumphant fpeare, 
(Excepting but the name of Chrillian) 

Like to the Perfian gods he honours him. 

But Ihould he know a heart in thefe proud Troupes, 
And know that heart to be addidl to peace, 

Hee’d hate him like a man that fhould blafpheme. 

In Sion Towers hangs his vidlorious flagge, 

Blowing defiance this way : and it fhowes 
Like a red meteor in the troubled aire ; 

Or like a blazing comet, that fore-tels 
The fall of Princes. 

Char. Thine owne Princes fall 
Tur. Then in one word, deflrudlion to you all. 
Godf. I had not thought fuch fpirits had re- 
main’d 

Within the warlike breafts of Infidels. 

Bust. Dares the Maietlicke fpirit of thy King 
Anfwer a challenge ? dares he pawne his Crowne 
Againfl the hazard of ten thoufand Hues ? 

Guy. And who Ihould fight againfl him ? 
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Eitji, I. 

Guy. Thou ! 

Bust I, 'gainfl him, and thee, and all the world 
That interdicSls my honour. 

Guy. Me 1 
Eujl. Thee. 

Guy. Fire, rage, and fury, all my veines do fweli. 
Be mute my tongue, bright fword my fury tell. 

Bust. Fire mount ’gainft his mad fury, check his 
rage. 

Bume out then flame, his bloud thy heate fhall fwage. 

They fight., and are parted. 
Godf. What haue ye done? iniuflice flaines our 
creils 

If for this a6l yee haue not loll your Hues. 

Rob. I* will not beare the badge of Chriflendome 
In fuch a Bedlam mad fociety. 

Char. Ceafe to determine of their haire-braine 
rage, 

Till yee haue fent the Pagans from our Tents. 

Tan. ’Tis well aduif’d. Souldiers take charge of 
them 

Till we determine of our Embaffie. 

Mor. I feare me Turnus^ had you known before 
The fpirits of thefe haughty Chriftians, 

T’ haue bene fo full of enuious chiualry, 

You would haue temper’d fome part of your rage. 
You fee they llriue, and fight amongft themfeiues, 

To pradlife hate againfl they meete with vs. 

Tur. jWorates, no, we fcorne all abiedl feares, 

And they fhaii know our hearts as great as theirs. 

Godf. It fhall be fo. Attend me, Pagan Lords ; 
We come not with gray gownes, and Pilgnmes 
fiaues, 

Beads at our fides, and fandals on our feete, 

Feare in our hearts, entreaty in our tongues, 

To begge a paffage to our Prophets graue. 

But our foft Beauer Felts, we haue turn’d to iron, 

Our gownes to armour, and our fliels to plumes, 
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Our walking fLaues we haue chang’d to Cemytars, 

And fo with Pilgrim es hearts, not Pilgrims habits^ 

We come to hew our way through your maine Ar- 
mies, 

And offer at the Tombe our contrite hearts 
Made purple with as many Pagans blouds, 
x\s we haue in our breafts religious thoughts. 

And fo be gone, no words in trifling wail, 

Death foil owes after you with wings of hall. 

Tur. That Prince fpeaks Mufick, which doth 
cheere my heart 

Mor, Princes adew, with terrour I depart. 

Exeunt 

Cha. Now to thefe other Captaine-mutiners, 

\Wiat lhall be done with them % 

Bust. Euen what you pleafe. 

We haue lin’d with paine, and we can die with 
eafe. 

Guy.y^]i2X God hath made, a Gods name do you 
marre. 

Death is the leafl I feare, now to the barre. 

Eob, Lords giue me leaue to temper our decree^ 
The Law is death, but fuch is our regard 
Of ChrifLian bloud, we moderate it thus. 

Becaufe we know your worths, your Hues are fau’d, 
Yet that the world fhall fee we prife our Lawes, 

And are not partiall fliould we fit on Kings i 
We doome you euerlafting banifliment 
From out the ChrifLian Army. 

Bust Banifliment ? 

This was your doing ; well, I’le be reueng’d : 

By all the hopes that I haue loft, I will. 

Princes, your doomes are vpright, I obey them^ 

And voluntarily exile my felfe. 

(Againfl my furious fpirit) I could weepe 
To leaue this royall Army, and to loofe 
The honour promifl in the Pagans deaths. 

Farewell to all, with teares of griefs I go ; 

Yee are all my friends, thou onely art my foe* 
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Gity. Hold me fo Hill; where ere I next flrall 
meete thee, 

This fword, like thunder, on thy crefl fliall greet thee, 
Banifht the Campe I go, but not fo farre, 

But I will make one in this Chriftian warre, 

Like an vnknowne Knight I will beare a ihield, 

In it engrauen the Trade I did profefle. 

When once I was a Gold-fmith in Cheape-fide : 

And if I profper, to thefe armes I’le adde 
Some honour, and the fcutcheon I dial! beare, 

Shall to the Pagans bring pale death, and feare. 

Adiew braue Chriftian Lords ; for I mufl fir ay, 

A banifht man can neuer miffe his way, 

Godf. Why do you looke fo fad vpon their 
griefes ? 

Cha7\ Ah pardon me. My heart begot a thought 
At their departure, which had bene of force 
V haue flrayn'd a teare or two from my moifle eye. 
How like was he to Ettflace! he to Guy I 

Godf. A leaden weight of griefe lies at my heart, 
And I could widi my felfe were banifht too, 

To beare them in their forrowes company. 

Rob. Thefe, for examples fake, mufl be remou’d, 
And though their abfence will much weaken vs, 

Yet we had rather put vs in Gods guard, 

Leffening our owne ftrength, then to beare with that 
Wliich might in time lead to our ouerthrow. 

March forward Lords ; our Ipue we will deferre. 

Prince Tancred., till our warres chiefe heat be fpent, 
Keepe flill this beauteous Lady in your Tent 

Exeunt flottrijli* 

Manent two Ladies. 

Fren. Lad. My Lord is banifht, what fhall poore I 
do? 

There is no way, but I mufl after too. 

But ere I go, fome cunning I mufl vfe, 

To make this Lady my Lords loue refufe. 
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Bell. Faire youth, why haue you fingled me 
alone ? 

Is it to lliare ioy, or partake my mone 1 
Ft 671. Lady, Whether you pleafe. Inuenticn 
helpe me now 

To bring her out of lone with my fweete Lord, 

For fliould flie loue him I were quite vndone. 
Madame, in faith, how many fuiters haue you ? 

Bell, More then I with I had : Firfl, the French 
Generali. 

Frefi. Lad. Oh God, I feare, I thinke I am 
accurft. 

Shee loues him befl, becaufe fhe names him firfl. 
Bell. The EfiglifJi Robert., County Palatme \ 

Two Gentlemen that tooke me in the woods \ 

One is now banifht, but the other flill 
Stayes in the Army ; then the Bulloig 7 ie Duke. 

Freii. Lad. And which of all thefe is the properefl 
man % 

Bell. ’Faith let me heare thy iudgement. 

Fren, Lad. Prince Robert is a gallant Gentleman, 
But the French Lord vneomely, and vnfhap’d. 
Tancreds a proper man, but the French Lord, 

He hath no making, no good lhape at all. 

I could not loue a man of his complexion : 

I would not haue him if I were a Lady, 

Had he more Crownes then Ccefar conquered. 

Bell, I fee no fuch defedls in that Frejich Lord. 
F 7 'e 7 i, Lad, I, I, ’tis fo. Vpon my life fhe loues 
him. 

I muft deuife fome plot, or they will vfe 
Some meanes to meete, and marry out of hand. 

Lady, he was my Maifler, but beleeue me, 

He is the mofl infatiate man for women, 

That euer breath’d ; nay, Madame, which is more, 

He loues variety, and delights in change. 

And I heard him fay, fhould he be married, 

Hee’d make his wife a Cucke-queane. 

Bell. Why though he do^ ’tis vertue in a woman, 
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If fhe can beare his imperfedlions. 

Fren, Lad, Vpon my life they are made fare 
already, 

Shee’s pleas’d with any imperfedlions. 

What Ihould I do ? 

Bell, Now faire youth, lift to me, 

I will acquaint thee with a fecrecy. 

Thefe Lords fo trouble me with their vaine fuites, 

That I am tir’d and wearied, and refolue 

To fleale away in fecret from the Campe. 

Fren, Lad, My Guy is gone, and die would follow 
him : 

I muft preuent it, or elfe loofe my loue. 

Bell, Wilt thou confort me, beare me company, 

And fhare with- me in ioy and mifery ? 

Fren. Lad, Madam I will. She loues him, and no 
wonder. 

Tie go, be’t but to keepe them Hill affunder. 

Bell, Then from their Tents this night wee’le fleale 
away, 

And through the wide woods and the Forrefts flray. 

Exeunt Flounjk, 

Enter Soldan, Sophie, Turnus, Moretes, Drummes^ 
FnJ2g7ies, a7id Souldiers. 

Sol. Then your reports found nought but death 
and warre, 

Mor, The Chriflians would not lend an eare to 
peace. 

Sop. Since they demeane themfelues fo honour- 
ably, 

This earth fhall giue them honourable graues. 

Tur. By pride her felfe are their proud Enfignes 
borne : 

Warre in their tongues fits, in their faces fcorne, 

Soi, Our refolutions fhall controule bafe feares. 

Wee are proud as they; our fwords fliall anfwere 
theirs. 
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Sop. Didft thou deliuer our llridl Enibaffie ? 

Tur. I did, my Lord, 

SoL Did they not quake to heare it ? 

Tur. No more then Lockes fhake with a puffe of 
breath. 

They come refolu’d, and not in feare of death. 

Sop. Lookt they not pale % 

Tur. With fury not with feare. 

The’ were mad, becaufe your forces were not there. 
Sol. Did you not dafh their fpirits ? fell not their 
eyes 

Downe to the earth, when thou didft fpeake of vs ? 
Went not a fearefull raurmurre through their Hoafl, 
When thou did’fl number our vnnumbred power ? 

Did not their faint fwords tremble m their hands, 

At that name Soldan % 

Sop. Or when thou namd’ll mee, 

My power, my flrength, my matchleffe chiualry : 

Fell they not fiat vpon the earth with feare 1 

Tur. No, but their proud hearts bounded in their 
breafls. 

Their plumes flew brauely on their golden crefls : 

And they were ready to haue fallen at iarre, 

Which of them firft fhould with the Perfian warre. 
Mor. There was no tongue but breath’d defiance 
forth : 

I could not fee a face but menac’d death : 

No hand, but brandifht a victorious fword. 

They all cry Battaile, Battaile, peace defie, 

And not a heart but promifl viClory. 

Sol. There’s not an heart fhall fcape our tyranny. 
Since they prouoke our indignation, 

Like the vafle Ocean fhall our courage rife, 

To drowne their pride, and all their powers furprife. 

Sop. My Cemytar is like the bolt of loue^ 

That neuer toucheth but it ftrikes with death. 

Oh how I long, till we with fpeares in refls, 

Strike out the lightning from their high-plum’d crefls. 
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Se/. I would biirne off this beard in fuch a 

flame, 

As I could kindle with my puiffant blowes : 

Yet the leall haire I value at more worth 
Then all the Chriflian Empire. 

Speake, braue So/dan, 

Shall our bar’d horfes clime yond Mountaine tops, 

And bid them battell where they pitch their Tents, 

Sol, Courage cries, on; but good aduice faith, 
flay. 

Experience bids fight another way. 

Why fhould we tire our Troupes in fearch of them, 
That with audacious boldneffe feeke out vs ^ 

Let vs Hand to receiue them when they come, 

And with a groue of Pikes growing on this earth 
Where now no tree appeares, toffe vp their bodies, 
Whofe coarfes by your ftrong armes kept aloofe. 

May hang like bloudy pendants on your ftaues. 

SoJ>. Oh fight beft pleafmg to the Perfian gods ! 
Tur, In the skies fore-head fliall the bright Sunne 
fland 

Amaz’d to view that glorious fpedlacle, 

And with the pleafmg fight forget his way, 

To grace our Trophee with perpetuall day. 

Mor. But how Ihall we receiue their armed 
Troopes ? 

What fpeciall honour will your grace afligne 
To them that fhall command your Companies ? 

Sol, It fhall be thus. This way the Chriftians 
march, 

The body of our Hoafl fhall flay behind, 

To be a flrength to faire Hienifalem, 

But we with certaine fouldiers fecretly, 

Will lie in ambufh : The great Perfian SoJ’/iy, 

With Turnus^ and a chiefe command of men, 

Shall guard that way : my felfe, and thou Morales 
Will keepe this paffkge with a troupe feledl, 

To feize on their fore-runners, fcouts, and fpies. 

Affifl vs fate, ere-long the world fhall know 
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Our glories by the Chriflians ouerthrow. 

This is my Quarter : thefe my men fhall be. 

Sop. Morates^ thou and thefe fhall follow me. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Robert of Normandy. 

RoT). Oh whether will blind loue condudl my 
fteps ? 

Prince Tancreds Deere, and Englifh Roberts loy, 

Is fled in fecret, and hath left our Tents. 

Thus like an Errant and Aduenturous Knight, 

I haue left the Hoafl to follow her faire learch, 

And durft not trull the aire with my intent ; 

This way, they fay, the went ; the Campe’s fecure. 
This way vnknowne, in fecret I purfue her. 


Enter Charles. 

Char. This way went my loue like a fhooting 
ftarre, 

Whofe blazing traine doth guilde the firmament. 

Such glorious beauty addes Ihe to the way. 

Making the darke mght-pathes, Ihine bright as day. 
Ye honoured Armes farewell, and Campe adiew, 

I do forfake my felfe her to purfue. 

Rob. Behold a traueller ! I will enquire 
If chance hath call his eye vpon my loue. 

Char. I was about to aske of yonder man, 
Whether her beauty had enricht his fight : 

But kis my riuall Robert ; Charles oblcure thee. 

For fhould he fee thee, he would quickely iudge 
What Adamant had drawne me to thefe woods. 

One cafe I fee hath made vs errants both. 

To be found wandring thus I Ihould be loth. 

Rob. Loue that drew me, hath drawne that knight 
along. 

Being but a childe, a Gyanfs not fo llrong. 
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Enter Soldan, Moretes, and Soiddiers, 

Sol. Stand Chriflians, by your Croffes on your 
breRs 

Yee're markt for death, and bafe deflrudlion. 

Eolf. What are ye, that like cowards, with fuch 
oddes 

Affault vs thus vnfurnifht for the warres. 

Sol. I am the Soldan : thefe my men at armes, 
That lie to intercept you, and prepare 
For your accurfed hues this fatall fnare. 

Cka. The Soldan, the grand enemy to Christ, 
The deuils Lieutenant, Vice-roy vnder him ! 

Braue EngUJh Robert, fince our frowning Rarres 
Haue brought vs to this narrow exigent, 

And train’d vs hither with a chain e of loue 
I’o perifh by the fwords of Infidels : 

Stand foote to foote. 

Rob. TuRi, I am Pagans fwords proofe, and my 
Rarres, 

Haue markt me for a Conqueror in thefe warres. 

Sol. Vpon them, fouldiers ; pitty they defpife, 
Scarce can the world affoord a richer prize. Alarum. 

They fight, and are both taken. 
Cha. Thou glorious eye of heauen, be euer 
blind : 

Maske thy bright face in clouds eternally : 

Darke vapours and thicke myRs my front embrace 
And neuer Riine to looke on my difgrace. 

Rob. A prifoner, Robert / this my comfort bee : 
He makes me bound that beR can fet me free. 

Sol. Take them to guard, this entrance tp our 
warres 

Is full of fpint, and begets much hope : 

We will not yet examine what ye are, 

Till tortures wring it from your flauifli tongues : 

That done, your bloods thefe champaines Riall 
embrue 

Meane time we’le waite for more of your loofe crue. 
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Enter Guy with his Jhield^ and a Page brings his /word 
and Target : in each of his hands a Poleaxe, 

Guy, I am turn’d wilde man fince I vfde thefe 
forrefls : 

And I haue wonne more weapons in thefe woods, 
From Out-lawes, whom my fword hath vanquifhed, 
Then I can carry on my backe with eafe. 

I haue fwords, Targets, Pikes, and Partifans, 

Pollaxes, Maces, Clubs, and Horfe-raens flaues, 

Darts, Halberds, Long-fwords, Piflols, Petronels, 

All which I haue conquered. At this mountaine 
ridge 

Two villaines with thefe weapons fet vpon me : 

But with my fword I made them turne their heeles, 
And leaue thefe Trophees which I thus fupport, 

And beare vpon my fhoulders Conquerour-like. 

What ? do I fee an Ambufh ? by their Amies 
They fhould be Pagans : Robert prifoner ! 

With him a Chriflian Leader I O my God, 

Thou haft either brought me to reuiue my name 
By refcuing thefe, or here to die with fbame. 

Come life, come death ; a banifht man will try, 

To Hue with honour, or with honour die : 

Robert breake from thy guard, make them difmayd, 
Receiue thefe weapons, Heauen hath fent thee ayde. 
Rob. God, and Saint George. 

Cha, Now by the Soldans Crowne, 

If I can weild this weapon, he fhall downe. 

Guy, The Chriftians God for vs. 

Sol. What, are they free ? 

Alarum Drummes, the heathen powers for me. 

They fight ; the Pagans are beaten ofi^, Guy departs 
fuddenly, 

Rob, Some Angell in the habite of a Knight, 

Hath reskued vs : fuch heauy downe-right blowes 
Could neuer come from any moriall arme. 
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For euery blow he reacht, was certaine death. 

Cha. What is that power, if heauenly power 
he be, 

That we may laude and praife his Deity % 

Rob. Departed on a fuddaine ere we know, 

To whom our freedomes, and our hues we owe ! 

Char. By that infcnption grauen on his fhield, 

We may perhaps defcry him in the carape, 

Ceafe admiration then ; let thefe euents, 

Haflen our fleps backe to furuey our Tents. 

Enter feuerally Godfrey, a7id Tancred. 

Tan. Godfrey I 
Godf. Tailored / 

Tan. Well met my Lord in thefe vnpeopled 
paths, 

What hath your loue made you to leaue the field. 
Godf. Godfrey ne’re dreamt to haue met with 
Tancrcd here. 

The Lady that hath fled from our chaft loue, 

(Whom Tancred 1 do more affedlionate, 

Becaufe fhe much refembles my faire fifLer) 

Hath caufed me fo much to forget my felfe. 

And play the wanderer in thefe vnknowne woods. 

foft march. 

But foft, that Drumme Ihould fpeake the Pagans 
tongue : 

I feare we are betrai’d, I, I, ’tis fo : 

Tancred^ we are round compafl by the foe. 

Soldan, Sophie, and Souldiers, encompaffe the Chriftian 
Princes : Enter Euflace, and fet them free! 

Eust. Thanke me for this 3 for, next th’ Almighty 
Powers, 

I haue bene the meanes to faue your defperate 
hues. 

Now, Chriftian Princes, I am quit with you 
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For ail the grace you haue done me in the Campe ; 
And now you owe me for my banifhment. 

And though you haue exihd me from your’ Tents, 

You haue not power to keepe me from the warres. 
Vpon this fhield I beare the Grocers Armes, 

Vnto which Trade I was enrold and bound : 

And like a llrange Knight, I will aid the ChriHians, 
Thou Trade which didfl fullaine my pouerty, 

Didfl helpeleffe, helpe me ; though I left thee 
then, 

Yet that the world fhall fee I am not ingrate, 

Or Icorning that, which gaue my fortunes breath, 

I will enlarge thefe Armes, and make their name 
The originall and life of all my fame. 

But I am tir’d with trauaile, Shield lie there, 

Oh that I could but fee that lufly fpint, 

My arch-foe, riuall in my banifhment, 

To be reueng’d, and end my hoflile hate ! 
lie dreame I fight with him to eafe my fpleene, 

And in that thought I lay me on this Greene. Sleep. 

Enter Guy with a paper and his Shield. 

Guy. Armes ye are full of hope and fweete 
fucceffe, 

The famous Art, whofe honoured badge ye are, 

Firfl, when I lin’d ’mongfl London-prentifes, 

Gaue me an honeft and a pieafant life, 

Now in thefe woods haue won me fame & honour : 
And I haue refcued Princes with this fhield : 

And Princes are indebted to thefe Armes. 

And if I Hue, in memory of this 

Within their faire Hall fhall this Scutchion hang,- 

Till fonie fmooth pen Hiflorifie my name, 

What obiedt’s that 1 A Knight a fleepe or dead ? 

Oh, ’tis the Baffe, and ground of all my hate ; 

He kill the villaine : O difhonoured thought ! 

Art thou not fonne vnto the Bullen Duke, 

And canft thou hatch difhonour ? Arch-foe Hue. 
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I fcorne aduantage, fhould I fight with Mars. 

He beares this fhield I will exchange with his, 

And leaue a Motto written in mine owne 
Shall make him quake to reade. Be fwift my pen, 
affright his fence when he fhall wake again e. 

Tis done. Then go with me and mine flay here, 
Which in defpight of thee, bafe Knight, I weare. 

Exit 

Eufl. The houres haue ouer-runne me with fwift 
pace, 

And time hath faflned to hina fwallowes wings. 

Come fword, come Shield; but foft, thou art a 
flranger, 

And pardon me good fhield, I know thee not. 

What haue we here % 

Aske fiot who that Shield doth owe, 

For he is thy mortall foe : 

And where ere hee fees that fhield, 

Citty, Borroiigh, Groue or Field, 

Hee that heares it, beares his bane, 

By his hand he 7nujl be flai7ie. 

Thine in f fight of thee, heile beai'e, 

{If thou dar'si) his Scutchion weai^e. 

Hee writ this, that thy fhield will keefe, 

And anight haue flame thee being afleepe. 

’Tis a fine fellow ; by this light, he is 
An honefl Rogue, and hath a good conceite, 

Weare it ? I’le weare it If I do not I well, 

He needed not to haue put in the word (Hare) 

For I dare : dare, I ? he fhall fee I dare. 

Belike he feares I dare not challenge mine. 

Were’t faflned to the arme of Beelzebub, 

I would fight with him with firebrands for my fliield. 
But dares he weare mine % On my life he dares : 

I loue hime like my brother for this adl : 

And I will beare this fhield with as much pride, 

2 Q 
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As fate I in a Chariot by loms fide. 

Shine bright my Stars, to do me fome faire grace, 
Bring vs to meet in fome aufpicious place. 


E'riter the Ladies flyings L'^rfued by the Ciowne, 

Cww. Nay you cowardly Lady, that runne away 
from the Campe, and dare not Hand to it, I am glad 
I haue light on you; choofe your weapon, choofe 
your weapon ; I am a Souldier, and a martiall man, 
and I will offer you the right of Armes : If you van- 
quidi me, lie be your captiue, if you be caH downe 
I’ie carry you backe prifoner. 

F?'en. Lad, I weare a weapon that I dare not 
draw : 

Fie on this womanifh feare, what fhall I do. 

Bel, Some of my fathers fpirit reuiues in me, 

Giue me thy weapon, boy, and thou fhait fee, 

I for vs both will winne fweete liberty. 

I was neuer fo ouer-reacht ; and, but for 
fliame, and that I am a man at armes, I would ruhne 
away, and take me to my legs. Haue at thee fweete 
Lady. 

As they fight ^ Euflace comes in : 

Ell, Bafe villain e, dar'fl thou offer violence 
Vnto a Lady ; flay, maintaine thy challenge. 

Clow, You thinke you haue a foole in hand ; nb 
by my faith, not I. If you haue any bufmeffe to the 
Campe, farewell, I am running thither as fall as I 
can. 

Eujl, Mount vp my foule, vnto the heighth of 
ioy ! 

Sailing my foe, whofe honoured fhield I beare, 

None iiuing did I more defire to meete. 

Bell Sauing thofe Chriflian Lords that feeke my 
loue 

None lining did I more defire to fhunne. 
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Ettjl. Well met, braue Saint, in thefe vnpeopied 
paths, 

Feare no rude force, for I am ciuill borne, 

Defcended from a Princely parentage, 

And though an exile from the Chriflians Campe, 

Yet in my heart I weare the Croffe of Chrjst, 

Euen in as deepe a crimfon as the befl. 

Loue me, though I am Landleffe, and remote 
From the faire clime where firfl I breath’d this aire., 
Yet know I beare a Kingdome in this fword, 

And ere I die, looke to behold this Front 
Empal’d and circled with a royall Crown e. 

BelL I neuer markt this Gallant halfe fo much : 

He hath my brothers eye, my fathers brow, 

And he is Eustace all from top to toe. 

Bust, I had a fitter. Lady, with that red, 

That giues a crimfon tindlure to your cheeke, 

With fuch a hand hid in a gloue of fnow, 

That fpake all muficke, like your heauenly tongue ; 
And for her fake, faire Saint, I honour you. 

Bell. I had a brother, had not the rude feas 
Depriu’d me of him, with that manly looke, 

That grace, that courage, I behold in you. 

A Prince, whom had the rude feas neuer feene, 

Euen fuch another had yong Eustace beexie. 

Eujl. Eustace I euen fuch an accent gaue her 
tongue, 

So did my name found in my fillers mouth, 

Oh Bella Fra?tca, were’t thou not obfcru’a 
Within a cloud and maske of pouerty, 

Such fame ere this had thy rare vertues wonne, 

Thus had thy beauty checkt th’ all-feeing Sunne. 

BelL It is my brother Eustace. 

Euft. View her well, 

Imagine her but thus attir’d, and Ihee 
Would Bella Franca^ and my filler be. 

BelL But llrip my brother from his Prentice cote. 
His cap, his common fouldiers bafe difguife ; 

Euen fuch a Gallant as this feemes to me, 


0 2 
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Such would my brother, my fweete Eustace be. 

Eli ft. Sifter 1 
Bell. Brother 1 

Euft. Make me immortall then, by heauen I vow, 
I am richer then the Perfian Sophy now. 

Bell. , All Afia fiowes not with more plenteous 
treafure, 

Then I, to embrace my brother, my hearts pleafure. 
How did you fcape the wanes 1 
Euft. How haue you paft 
The perillous Land, and crofl the Seas fo valle % 

Bell. Where are my brothers, Eujlace ? 

Eust. Oh, thofe words, 

Pierce to my heart like Darts, and pointed fwords, 
Omit thefe paffions, fifter, they are dead. 

But to forget thefe griefes, what youth is this % 

Eren. Lad. Page to the Prince of France. 

Eust. ’Tis he I hate, 

As chiefe occafion of my baniihment 
Bell. Yet my fweete brother, do not blame the 
youth, 

Full well he hath demean’d himfelfe with me. 

He neuer, fmce we entred in thefe woods, 

Left me in my diftreffe ; when we alone 
Sit in thefe defarts neuer by rude force 
Did do me the leafl ihame, or violence. 

Fren. Lad. A good caufe why I leade fo chafle a 
life, 

A iealous man may truft me with his wife. 

Eust. Well, lirra, for your truth and honefty 
I pardon thee, though I detell thy Lord. 

Fren. Lad. Then let me change my habite, gentle 
fir, 

Leafl in this fhape I chance to meete my Maifler. 
Then, if you pleafe, I’le cloath me like a Lady, 

And waite vpon your fifler in your Tent. 

Fuji. Nay, if it pleafe thee, I am well content 
Fren. Lad. My plot is good ; well howfoere it 
proue, 
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^Twill either end my life, or winne my lone. 

Euft. Come, befL part of my felfe, we now will 
goe 

To wayle our fortunes, and difcourfe our woe. 

I will difguis’d vnto the famous liege, 

And in thefe Armes make knowne my valours proofe : 
You fliall in fecret in my Tent abide. 

I to atchieue fame will my fpirits employ, 

After this griefe my heart diuines much ioy. ExlL 

Robert, andTBXicxQd.^ Godfrey, Charles, witk 
their Shields a?id Scutchions, Drumme and Soid- 
diers, Godfreyes Shield^ hauing a Maidenhead 
with a Crowne in it. Charles his Shield the 
Haberdajhers Armes. 

Rob. Behold the high wals of Hiemfalem.^ 

Which Titus and Vefpafian once brake downe : 

From off thefe Turrets haue the ancient lewes 
Seene worlds of people muflring on thefe Plaines. 

Oh Princes, which of all your eyes are dry, 

To iooke vpon this Temple, now deftroy’d. 

Yonder did Hand the great lehouahs Houfe, 

In midfl of all his people, there he dwelt : 

Yeffels of gold did feme his Sacrifice, 

And with him for the people fpake the Priefls. 

There was the Arke, the Show-bread, Aarons Rod, 
Santlum, Sandlorum^ and the Cherubines. 

Now in that holy place, where God himfelfe 
Was perfonally prefent, Pagans dwell. 

Falfe Gods are reard, each Temple Idols beares. 

Oh who can fee this, and abflaine from teares ? 

Godf. This way, this facred path our Sauiour trode. 
When he came riding to Hierufalem^ 

Whilfl the religious people fpred his way 
With -flowers, and garments, and Hof anna cry’d- 
Yonder did fland the great Church, where he taught, 
Confuting all the Scribes and Pharifees. 

This place did witneffe all his miracles : 
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Within this place did Hand the iudgement feate. 
Where Pojitiiis Pilate with the Elders fate, 

Where they condemn’d him to be whipt and crowifd. 
To be derided, mockt, and crucified, 

His hands bor’d through with nailes, his fide with 
Speares. 

Oh, who can fee this place and keepe his teares % 

Cha. On yond fide of the Towne he died for vs : 
At whofe departure all thefe wals did fhake, 

And the deflroyed Temples vaile did rend : 

The graues are to be feene, from which Ghofls rofe. 
There flood the Croffe, there Hands the Sepulchre : 
The place Hill beares the name of Dead mem bones. 
And Hill the Tombe our Sauiours Liuery weares. 

What eye can fee it, and not melt in teares ? 

Tan. No fouldier but fhall looke with reuerence 
Vpon thefe faire and glorious Monuments. 

To fweare, or fpeake prophanely, fhall be death. 

1 caH my heart as low as to this earth, 

And wiHi that I could march vpon my knees 
In true fubmiffion, and right holy zeale. 

Oh fmce our warres are Gods, abandon feares, 

But in contrition weepe repentant teares. 

Rob. Sound a Parlee ; I fee your hearts are fir’d, 
Your foules with vidlory from heauen infpir’d. 

Sound a Parlee. Etiter vpon the walks, Soldan, Sophy^ 
Turnus, Morates. Souldiers. Plourijh. 

Sol. Why fwarme thefe ChriHians to our Citty 
walls ? 

Looke (forreiners) do not the lofty Spires, 

And thefe cloud-kiffmg Turrets that you fee, 

Strike deadly terrour in your wounded foules ? 

Go Perfian, fiourifh my vermillion flag, 

Aduance my Standerd high, the fight whereof 
Will driue thefe Hragglers in difordered rankes, 

And in a burly burly throng them hence. 

Per. Sop. See how they quake, to view our mar- 
tiall lookes ! 
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As wheB a llurdy Cidops reares aloft 
A boiflerous Truncheon 'mongfl a troupe of Dwarfes. 
Godf, Soldan and Sophy^ ye damn’d hel-hounds 
'both, 

So quakes the Eagle to behold a gnat, 

The Lyon to behold a Marmofat. 

lie beard and braue you in your owne beliefe, 

As when the heathen God, whom you call loue^ 

Warr’d with the Gyant, great Enceladus^ 

And flung him from Olympus two-topt Mount 
The fwaynes flood trembling to behold his fall, 

That with his weight did make the earth to groane. 

So, Seidan^ looke, when I haue skai’d thefe wals, 

And won the place where now thou fland’fl fecure, 

To be hurl’d headlong from the proudefl Tower, 

In fcorne of thee, thy falfe gods, and their power- 
CMa, We will affaile you like rebounding Rocks, 
Banded againft the battlements of heauen : 

Weele turne thy Citty into defart plaines : 

And thy proud Spires that feeme to kiffe the 
Cloudes, 

Shall with their guilt-tops pane the miry llreetes, 

As all to bafe for us to march vpon. 

Seefl thou this fliield, how euer this deuice 
Seemes not to ranke with Emperours ; Soldan^ know 
This fliield fhali giue thy fatall ouerthrow. 

SoL Such peales of Thunder did I neuer heare, 

I thinke that very words thefe wals will teare. 

Godf. This fhield you fee, includes two myfleries ; 
A Virgine crown’d it is the Mercers Armes, 

Withail the picflure of my loue that’s fled. 

Both thefe He grace, and adde to them thy head 
Sop* Me thinkes I fee pale death flie from their 
words : 

Their fpeech fo flrong; how powerful are their 
fwords ! 

Cha* Since firfl I bore this Ihield I quartered it 
With this red Lyon, whom I fmgly once 
Slew in the Eorrell ; thus much haue I already 
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Added vnto the Hahef^dajhers Armes. 

But ere I leaue thefe faire Ltdaan Bounds, 

Ynto this Lyon He adde all your Crownes. 

Tur, Send for fome prifoners, martyre, torture 
them 

Euen in the face of all the Chriflian Hoafl. 

Sol^ Shall it be fo Moretcs^ bring them forth. 

Roh. No drop of bloud fals from a Chriflian 
heart, 

But thy hearts bloud fhall ranfome. 


Enter fome bringing forth old Etdlen, and other 
fr if oners boimd. 

Sol, Bring them forth, 

Deuife new tortures : Oh for fome rare Artill, 

That could inuent a death more terrible 
Then are the euerlafting paines of hell. 

Old Btill, Oh brethren, let not me moue you to 
ruth : 

Happy is he that fuifers for the truth. 

The ioyes to come exceed the prefent griefe ; 

Secure your felues, for Christ is my reliefe. 

Godf Why fhrinks the warme blood from my 
troubled heart ? 

Char, Why flarts my haire vp at this heauy fight ? 
Godf, Say father, are not you the Bullen Earle % 
Old Bui Faire fonne, I was the happy Bullen 
Earle : 

^But now my fonne 

Char, Call no man fonne but me. 

Father, my fword fhall winne you liberty. 

Godf, Peace forged Baflard whatfoere thou be : 
My reuerend father, call none fonne but me, 

For in this fword doth reft thy liberty. 

Char, Such mercy,, as my fword affoords to 
Pagans, 

He findes that cals me baflard ; I am Charles^ 
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Father you know me fmce I reskued you, 

I am your onely fonne, the reft are dead. 

Old Bui I know thee Charles. 

Godf. But father, I am Godfrey ; 

That by my valour haue regain’d your right : 

Haue got your Dukedome from th’ infultmg French^ 
And am my felfe inuefted Bulkfis Duke. 

Old Bui. I know thee Godfrey. 

Char. Godfrey I 
Godf Brother Charles ! 

The confident affurance of thy death, 

Made me to giue the lie to my owne thoughts. 

Char. The felfe-fame llrong opinion blinded mee, 
Fife for my brother I had challeng’d thee. 

Brother, you might haue knowne me by my Armes 
Which I haue borne in honour of my Trade. 

Godf. Ah, but the refolution of thy death 
Made me to loole fuch thought. 

Rob. Let vs reioyce, 

And to your plaufiue fortunes giue our voyce. 

Godf. Prince Robert^ did the time affoord vs 
lea lie, 

We would difcourfe the fumme of our efcapes : 

But to our fathers reskue. 

Char. Yeeld him flaues. 

Sol. Tufh, we will keepe him fpight of all your 
braues. 

Godf Be that our quarrell. 

Char. With courage, ^courage firiues, 

We fight for C H R I s T, our father, and our Hues. 

Sof. Here Hands my Enfigne, and by it a 
Crowne, 

That you lhall know the Perfian honourable, 

Sets vf his Standard 6^ Crowne, 
He that can fetch this Enfigne from the wals, 

(Which I my felfe will guard) and leaue fome token 
Behind him, that his fword hath conquered it, 

He ihall enioy, them both. 
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■ Sol. And here Hands mine, 

Set vp his Standard and Crowne. 
The Babylonian Emperours royall Standard. 

By it I plant the rich Cicilian Cro\^ne, 

Guarded by me and my all-conquering troupes. 

He that but leaues a note he hath beene here, 

And fcapes vnflaine, although he winne them not, 
That Chrijiia7i mil I honour. 

Rob. Drummes, alarum. 

SoL As loud and proud defiance our Drumme 
founds. 

Godp For Christ, my father, conquefl, and 
two Crownes. Exeimt Alarum. 


The Chrijiians are repulft. Enter at two fcuerall 
dores, Guy and Euflace climbe vp the wals, beate 
the Fagans, take away the Crormes on their heads, 
and in the Jiead hang vp the contrary Shields, 
and bring away the Enfignes, flourijhing them, 
feuerall wayes. 

Enter Soldan, Sophy, Moretes, Turnus, with 
Souldiei's. 

SoL Now the firft wall is wonne, the Enfignes 
feiz^d, 

The Crownes furpriz’d, the Chrillians haue the day : 

What fhall wee leaue the Towne ? 

AIL I, leaue the Towne. 

Sop. ’Tis befl, ’tis beft to take vs to the field. 

Tur. I thinke Tis befl that wee make good the 
breach, 

And haue no thought of marching towards the field : 

We leaue a place of much fecurity. 

AIL Why then make good the breach. 

SoL It fhall be fo. 

Gather our forces to make good the bi'each. 
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Sop. Tufh, why fhould we be pent vp in a 
Towne 1 

Let’s ope the gates and boldly iffue out, 

Leaning fome few Pikes to make good the breach. 
What fay you Lords ? 

Lords. Then let vs ilTue out. 

AIL Set ope the gates, and let vs iffue out. 

Sol. And fo expofe vs to the generall fpoyle. 
Keepe the gates fhut, defend them manfully. 

Thefe ChrifLians fight like deuils ; keepe fall the 
gates, 

And once againe let vs make good the wall. 

AIL Make good the walls, make good the wals. 


Enter at one doore Robert and Charles, they meete 
Euflace with his Trophee : Enter at another 
doore Godfrey, Tancred, they meete Guy with his 
Trophee. 

Rob. Triumphant honour houers ore our Armes 
What gallant fpirit brauely hath borne hence 
The Emperours Standard, flaughtered his proud 
Guard, 

And in the fteed thereof hung vp his Shield. 

Enjl, WitnelTe this royall Crowne vpon my head, 

I feiz’d the Enfigne, I hung vp that Shield. 

Godf. What puiffant arme fnatcht hence the 
Sophies Standard ? 

Guy. This Crowne vpon my head, fayes it was I. 

Char. Forgetful! Charles^ braue Robert fee the 
Knight, 

Whofe valour freed vs from the Soldans hands. 

Rob. Renowned Chriflian, euer honoured be, 

It was thy fword procur’d vs liberty. 

Eujt. By heauen not I, I neuer came in place, 
Where Robert or that Gallant were diftreft : 

But there are others thankleffe, whom I freed, 

And now too proud forget that honoured deed. 
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Godf. Twas he releaft vs ; honoured flranger 
thankes, 

But they are idle ofFrings from true hearts. 

Prince Tailored and my felfe, owe thee our Hues. 

Guy. You mock me Princes, neuer did my fword 
Drinke drop of Pagans blood to fet you free : 

But Robert and that Prince vnthankefull be. 

Cha. Whofe Ihield is that ? 

Bust. Mine. 

Cha. Then to you we owe 
Thankes for our Hues, the Pagans ouerthrow. 

Bust The fhieid 1 challenge, but the adl deny, 

I neuer gaue you life or liberty. 

Godf. Whofe fbield is that % 

Guy. Mine. 

Godf. Then by thee we live, 

Thou didfl our defperate Hues and freedome giue. 
Guy. What meane you Princes to deride a 
Granger % 

Thefe eyes did neuer fee you two in danger. 

Bust. Who owes that ihield ^ 

Guy. 1 : and who owes that ? 

Bust. I. 

Guy, Thou know’ll me then. 

Euji. Thankes fortune, that I do. 

Guy. Haue at the flaue. 

Eujt, Braue foe haue at thee too. 

Eighty and are parted by the Princes. 

Godf. What ere your quarrell be, contend no 
more 

He drawes his fword ’gainll me that fights againe : 
For I am foe to all di&ntion. 

Cha. So are we all, then end thefe warres in 
words, 

The Pagans haue employment for your fwords- 
Euji. For one blow more, take here my Crowne 
amongil you, 
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Now that my fpleene is vp, it will not downe, 

I’le glue you all I haue for one bout more. 

Guy. Lords, take mine too ; by heauen Tie pawne 
my life 

Againfl the Soldans head, to bring it you, 

So you will let vs try this maiftry. 

Lod. Kingdomes nor Crownes can hire it at our 
hands. 

It lliall not be, we fay it lhall not be. 

What are you Lords ? we charge you by his honour 
Whom in your outward habite you profeffe, 

To tell vs both what and from whence ye are. 

Guy. You charge vs deepely. I a banifht man, 
Whom you for mutiny expulfl the Camp, 

Yet was I leader of ten thoufand French, 

But thought by you vnworthy of thefe warres. 

Since my exile (Prince Robert view me well) 

I freed you two from bafe captiuity. 

'Twas I that brought you weapons in the woods, 

And then you term’d me fome Celefliall power, 

But being now in fafety, you forget 

Your dangers paft, and cancell that great debt. 

Eiijl. Nay I am fure you long to know me too. 

I am your Out-law brother, one of your Leaders, 
Baniflit with him : that from the Perfims rage 
Freed Tmtcred^ and that valiant man at Armes ; 
HoWeuer now they can forget my proweffe. 

What need you more, I am he that wonne this 
Crowne, 

And from thefe high wals pluckt that Enfigne downe. 

Rob. You haue redeem’d all your offences paft, 
Deferuing befl in this fociety : 

But when you freed me, you did beare that fhield. 
Guy. I did, but fmce exchang’d it with my foe. 
Godf. And you did beare that fhield. 

Eufl. True, I did fo. 

Ah had I beene awake, thou know’fl my minde, 

Thou hadfl writ thy Ryme in bloud. 

Guy. Thy words are mine. 
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Char, Leaue brother Godfrey^ & the BuUen 
Duke. 

Bust How ! 

Guy, What ! 

Char, Do you not know thefe faces ? 

Godf, Brother Charles, 

Bust, Brother 1 
Guy, Charles ! 

Godf, He queflion with them, for may it not be 
They might efcape the feas as well as we % 

I had a brother, fir, refembled you. 

Bujl, I had a brother too refembled you. 

Cha, The Bullen Duke, if euer you haue heard 
Of fuch a man, had once a fonne like you. 

Guy, I, and another fonne as much like you. 

Godf My brothers name was Bujlace. 

BuJl, Godfrey mine. 

Guy, That Duke cal’d his fonne Charles, 

Char, Mine cal’d his Guy, 

Godf, My brother Bicflace I 
Bust, Godfrey ! 

Char, Guy 1 
Guy, And Charles ! 

All. Brothers ! 

Bob, This accident breeds wonders in my thoughts. 
Godf, Oh let me curfe that head that enuied 
thee. 

Guy, Nay curfe my heart that emulated thee. 

Bust, My brother Out-law, and my owne true 
brother 1 

Cha, For euer thus let vs embrace each other. 
Godf When I was call vpon the Bullen Strand, 

I thought none had efcapt the feas but I, 

Guy, When I was throwne vpon the French Kings 
Coaft, 

I thought none had efcapt the Seas but I. 

Char, I thought the feas had fauor’d none but 
me, 

When I attain’d the ihores of Italy, 
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Euft, Ireland tooke me, and there I firfl toucht 
ground, 

Prefuming that my brothers all were drown’d. 

Roh, Were ye the foure yong Lofidon Prentifes, 
That in the fhips were wrackt on Goodwins fands 2 
Were faid to haue perifht then of no repute 2 
Now come the leall of you to leade an Hoafl, 

And to be found the fonnes to a great Duke ? 

Go^. Witneffe my fhield the Trade I haue 
profefl. 

Guj. Witneffe my fhield I am one amongfl the 
reff. 

CAa, Witnefle thou mine. 

Eusf, And witneffe thou for me. 

RoA, We -witneffe all your martiall chiualry. 

Eusf, And now my foe-turn’d brother, end our 
hate, 

And praife that Power Diuine who guides our ffate. 
Gwy. Diuide we hands and hearts, what hatred 
refls, 

Powre out in Thunder on the Pagans crefls. 

Ensl, Our ioyes are not at full, they Ihall not yet 
Know where my lifter and their loue remaines, 

Vntill thefe warres haue end. Oh had our God 
Not laid our fortunes open, but a brother 
Bene brought in triumph to a fillers bed, 

Cloudes of defpaire had maskt our Sunne of ioy. 

Yet will I keepe her fecret, and the rather, 

To crowne our haps when we haue freed our father. 

Enter Turnus. 

Tur. Chrillians once more defiance in my tongue, 
Sounds difmall terroiir in your fearefull eares. 

The Princes whom I feme, grieue they haue mur’d 
Such an huge Army in a wall, of flone, 

And they are thus refolu’d ; 

To leaue all place of fcorn’d aduantages, 

And in a pitcht field end this glorious warre. 
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Say will ye meete them % 

Rob. Though hee truft his flrengtli, 

Yet will we meete his forces face to face, 

When the dry earth lhall quaffe your bloods apace. 

Gtiy. And tell the Soldan from a Chriflian Prince, 
That won from him thefe colours, and this Crowne, 

In that pitcht field my head this Crowne fliall beare, 
And skarfe-like thefe athwart my breafls Pie weare. 

Emt This for the Perfians fake lie weare infight, 
And vnder his owne Enfigne this day fight. 

Cha. Goe tell the Soldan that he weares ’ my 
crowne. 

Fortune hath giuen it me, it is mine owne, 

Godf. If thou hafl more to fay concerning warre,' 
Omit thy braues and trifling circumflance : 

Weele meete you fooner then you can defire : 

Begone, begone, our hearts are all on fire. 

Tttr. Braue Lords, our conquefls will be ho- 
norable, 

Becaufe we haue to deale with honoured foes : 

Our pikes {land to receiue you like a wood, 

Weele flake our white fleeds in your Chriflian blood. 
Tan. Prepare to meet them, and appoynt our 
powres, 

This day the Citty and themfelues are ours., 

Rob. Thou vnder whom we fight, this day de- 
fend vs, 

For vnto thy protedlion we commend vs. Exeunt 

Enter at one doore with Drumme and colours., Soldan, 
Sophy, Moretes, Turnus, and fouldiers. 

Sol. Great Monarchs, Kings, and Princes of the 
Eaft, 

Yee come f encounter with a valiant Foe ; 

Such as haue fwomme hugeKiuers, climb’d the Alpes ; 
That can endure fliarpe hunger ; fuch as flirinke not 
To haue their bloods fod with the dog-dayes heate, 
Nor to be crudled with cold Saturnes Rod. 
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What honour were it for an hoaft of Gyants, 

To cornbate with a Pigmee Nation % 

No, Lords, the foe we muft encounter with, 

Is full of fpirit and maieflicke fpeene, 

Strong, hardy, and their hearts inuincible. 

Deflroy thefe, and you winne your felues a name, 

And all the nations of the earth fhall feare you. 

Sojf, The more renowned the foe is, the more 
famous 

Shall be our conquefl, the more great their fall. 
Coi|:>rLord'S^diuide we our battalions. 

SoL Be yours the Vaward. 

' ^oj>. I will giue the charge. 

Sol. Turnusy haue you the Rere-ward, I the 
battell, 

Moretesy thou this day lhalt leade the horfe. 

Take thou the Cornet, Turmis thou the Archers, 

Be thine the Guidon, I the men at Armes 
Be mine this Enfigne. 

So^. Then mount our Canons, let our flanking 
peeces 

Raile on the Chriflian Army with wide mouthes, 

For I this day will lead the forlorne hope. 

The Camifado fhall be giuen by me. 

Tier. Already they haue plac't their battery, 
Oi^nance fland fit to beate the Flankes. 

^ Sol M%Cannoniers need no inflrudlion. 

Come let ^ line our Pikes with Musketiers, 

And fo attend the Chriflians fatall charge. 


Enter ^narcMngy Robert, Tancred, Godfrey, Guy, 
CharlesJ’ Euflace, JDrumme and Souldters. 

this day we are efpould to death : 

X Better pace to die in, then this vale, 

In which our Sauiours Sepulchre remain es, 

What man in all our Army could defire ? 

Speake, how haue you difpof’d our Officers. 

Godf. Your Grace is Captaine Generali of the 
Army. 
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Euen from the Seas that wall in 
As far as any Riuer or Brooke runnes, 

That Chriftian drinkes on, haue we people here. 

Tnr. To make our flreetes red with your Chriflian 
blood. 

Cha. To drowne you flaues in a vermillion flood, 

Mor. To burne your bodies o’re your Prophets 
graue. 

Bust To lead your Emperour captiue like a flaue. 

A^/. To make your guide trot by^ nj^chariot 
wheele. 

Ta/s. To lafli your armour with^hefe rods of 
fleele. 

Se/. Then .to exlirpe you all, yee Perfian powers, 
AffifL our courage, make the conqueft ours. 

Rob. Heauen match thy might with theirs, protedl 
vs to, ^ 

To let this people know what thou canil do. 

SoL A charge, a charge, rayle drummes, and Can- 
nons rore, 

Chrillians, at home yqur friends abroad deplore. 

Godf. Chrillians at home abroad our conqueEs 
fame ; 

Thou God of HoEs this day make knowne thy name. 

Alarum. loyne Battle : The Chrijiians are beateW%ff. 
The 5oldan vidlorioufly leades off his Souldiers 
maj'chiftg. 

Enter Charles and Godfrey with Pijlols, 

Cha. O God, that multitude fliould more then 
manhood, \ 

That we ihould thus be borne downe vmh a prefl^ 

Be throng'd and Eiouldered from the place we keepe ! 

Godf. For euery man we leade, the foe hath ten, 
Their weapons tops appeare aboue their heads, 

In as thicke number as the fpikes of graine 
Vpon a well-til’d land : they haue more lines 
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Then all our tired arraes could fend to death, 

If they ihoiild yeeld their bare brefls to our fwords. 

Chan What fhould we do ^ we are encompafl round, 
Girded with thoufand thoufands in a ring : 

And like a man left on a dangerous rocke, 

That waites the climbing tide rife to deftroy him : 

Wliat way fo ere he lookes, fees nought but death : 

So we ; the bloody tide grows vp apace, 

Whofe waues will fwallow vs and all our race. 

Where’s Guy and Eustace ? 

Godf, Gone to fcale a Tower 
In which our father lies : Oh I did fee them 
Cut downe a wood of men upon the fuddayne : 

Their fwords cut lances, as a Sythe cuts Graffe : 

Their valour feemes to me miraculous. 

Thou Sauiour of the world, whofe Croffe we beare, 
Infufe our hearts with courage, theirs with feare. 

Exeunt 

Enter Soldan, Sophy, a7id fouldiers, ,AIarum, 
Enter Guy and Euflace with their father, 

Eujt, A Syon, a Syon. 

Guy, A lerufakm. 

Eust A father, and in him a Crowne of ioy. 

Guy. A Syon^ a lerufale^n^ a father. 

Etist. Through their Decurians, Centurions and 
Legions, 

Captaines of thoufands, and ten thoufands guards, 

We haue ventured euen vpon the Cannons mouth, 
Andlcal’d the bulwarkes where their Ordnance plaid. 
The llrength of Armies triumphes in thofe Armes, 

We haue furpriz’d the Fortrefle and the Hold : 

My fhield I haue had cut peece-meale from mine 
arme. 

But now you would haue taken me for an Archer, 

So many arrowes were llucke heere and here, 

The Pagans thought to make a Quiuer of mee. 
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Alarum enter Fagans. 

See brother, how the foe frelh forces gather ! 

A Syon, a lerufalem^ a father. 

Euery one by turne takes vp their father^ and carries Mm. 
Enter the two brothers.^ they aide and fecond them. 
And with a Jhout carry him away. 

Alarum : Enter Soldan, Sophie. 

Sol. An Enginer, call forth an Enginer. 

Sop. Why, what to do, my Lord % 

Sol. I'le make thefe Turrets dance among the 
Clouds, 

Before the Chriflians lhall inhabite them. 

Sop. Yet there is hope of con quell, fight braue 
Soldan. 

Sol. Thefe Chriflians rage, like fpkits coniiir’d vp, 
Their thundring Ordinance fpit huge clouds of fire, 
They runne againfl the wals like iron rammes, 

And beate them downe afore them with their brefls. 

Sop. Fortune thou art too enuious of our glory. 
Behold the two great’ fl Emperours of the earth, 

The Babylonian Soldan^ and great Sophy ; 

Vnueile thine eyes, and looke vpon our fals. 

Sol. Fortune and fate, and death, the diuell and 
all, 

Enter Moretes and Turnus. 

Oppofe themfelues againfl vs. Now what newes % 
Mor. Death. 

Sop. What newes bring’ll thou ? 

Tur. Confufion. 

Sol. That death was once my flaue, but now my 
Lord. 

Sop. Confufion was once page vnto my fword. 

Is the day loH 1 
Tur. Loft. 

Sol. Muft we needs defpaire I 
Mor. Defpaire. 
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SoL We will not, we will die refoluedly, 

The Palace we will make a flaughter-houfe, 

The Hreets a Shambles, Kennels lhall ramie blond, 
Downe from Mount Syon, with fnch hideous noife, 

As when great Ihowres of water fals from Hils. 

Sop. Through which way did they make irruption 
firfti 

Tur. Through the gate, cal’d Antiochia^ 

The felfe-fame breach that Romane TihLs made, 

When he deilroy’d this Citty, they burft ope. 

Sol. There is fome vertue in the Croffe they 
weare, 

It makes them flrong as Lyons, fwift as Roes* 

Their refolutions make them Conquerours. 

They haue tane our Royall Standerd from the wals, 

In place whereof they haue aduanc’d their Croffe. 

Sop. I will not I furuiue fo foule a fhame. 

Once more vnite our powers, (I meane our felues) 

For all powers elfe haue fail’d vs ; brauely fight. 

That our declining funne may make there night I 

Enter the foure brethren. 

Sol. Chriflians, bafe Chriilians, heare vs when we 
call, 

Etemall darkneffe lhall confound you all 

Alarum. The foure brethren each of them MU a Pagan 
King., take off their Crownes, and exeunt : two one 
way, and two another way. Retrait. 

Enter Robert, Tancred, Godfrey, Guy, Charles, 
Euflace, Old Duke, Drumme, Colours, and Souh 
diers. 

Rob. Now fmoth againe the wrinkles of your 
browes. 

And wafh the blood from off your hands in milke : 
With penitentiall prayfes laude our God, 
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Afcribe all glory to the heaiienly Powers, 

Since Syon and lerufalem are ours 

Tayicr. We do abhorre a heart puft vp with 
pride, 

That attrilDutes thefe conquefls to our flrength : 

’Twas God that flrengthned vs and weakned them, 
And gaue vs Syon and lenifalem, 

Godf, Thou that dofl mufler Angels in the sky, 
That in thy felfe hail power of Vidlory, 

Make thy name Ihine, bright as the noone-tide 
Sunne, 

Since Syon and Ienifale77i are wonne. 

Old Zl My former want hath now fufficient 
ftore, 

For hauing feene this, I defire no more. 

How faire and fmooth my flreame of pleafure runnes, 
To looke at once on Syon and my fonnes 1 

Guy. Showers of abundance raine into our laps, 
To make repentance grow within our hearts : 

What greater earthly bliffe could Heauen powre 
down, 

Then Syo7i, our deare father, and this Towne? 

Cha, Then to confirme thefe conquefts Heauen 
hath giuen vs 

Seal’d with the blood of Kings and Emperours ; 

Let vs eledl a King, that may maintayne 

Our honours with the deaths of Monarches flayne. 

Bust. Call forth the Patriarch of Ieriifale7?i^ 

His right hand muft bequeath that dignity. 

Godf. With teares I fpeake it, lagging in the 
traine 

Of the diftreffed Soldan he was llaine. 

Roh. Prais’d be our God, we haue teueng’d his 
death : 

Great Potentates confort him to his graue. 

Char. What man, for grauity and fandlity, 

May we thinke worthy of this honoured place t 
Rok Whofe yeares, deuotion, and moft facred life, 
Better can fit that holy place, then his 
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Whofe worthy foiines haue brought to end thefe 
wars ? 

Princes, ioyne hands, inuefl him all at once. Flourijh. 
Old D. My feruent zeale, bids I Ihould not 
deny : 

It brings my foule to Heauen before I dye. 

Eu. But Princes, whom will ye eledl the King, 

To guard this Citty from fucceeding peril!. 

Godf, Robert of JVorpiandy, 

Rob, Oh chofe Prince Tancred rather. 

Tan, Too weake is my defert, and I refufe it. 

Euji, Then put it to moft voyces. 

AIL Robert of Normandy. 

Rob, Princes, we thanke you for your loues : 

But letters from Engla^id tell me Wilhanis dead, 

And by fucceffion left the Crowne to me : 

I fay Prince Godfrey hath deferu’d it bed. 

Tan. So Taficred fayes. 

AIL And fo fay all the red. 

Godf Princes, ye preffe me downe with too much 
honors. 

And load a foule that cannot beare them vp : 

Diffwade me not, no counfell I will heare : 

Behold a Crowne which Godfrey meanes to weare I 

A crowne of thornes. 

This made the blood run from our Sauiours brow 
No Crowne but this can Godf r eyes heart allow. 

Prayers are my pride, deuotion drawes my fword, 

No pompe but this can Bullens foule afifoord. 

My vow’s irreuocable, date I refufe j 
No other Crowne but this will Godfrey chufe. 

Tan. If he refufe the place, eledt Prince Gti^y \ 
Mod voices ; fliall he haue the Scepter ? 

AIL I. 

Rob, Then crowne him draight, and henceforth let 
his name 

Be through the World cal’d Guy of Lefflngham : 

All thefe defire it, I confent with them ; 

Long liue Prince Guy, King of Hterufalem, flourifh. 
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Guy, The crowne is burU, and parted from my 
head ; 

I feare the heauens are angry with your choice. 

Old D. Son Guy they are not. By Diuine in- 
Hindl 

The heauens haue lent me a Propheticke fpirit : 

This fhewes thy troublous Raigne, mutines from far. 
Shall fright thy Townes and Prouinces with War. 

Guy,^ If it be nothing elfe, crowne me agayne, 

We haue a heart our Kingdome to maintayne : 

What honours do my brothers heads awaite ? 

Ro. Prince Eujiace, you fhall weare this crown of 
Rate 

Be King of Sicil and command that Ifle : 

Lord Charles^ the crowne of Cyprus longs to you, 
That in the fight the King of Cyprus flue : flourijh. 
One general voyce at once proclaime them Kings. 

Char, In memory of this folemnity, 

Here will I leaue this Scutchion borne by me : 

That in what coafL fo e’re my bones be laid, 

This fliield may be an honour to my Trade. 

Euji, Mine fhall hang there, a trophie of my 
fame, 

My Trade is famous by King Eustace 

Guy, In memory a King hath borne this fhield, 

I adde thefe Challices to this Argent Field. 

God. In honour of my firfl profeflTion, 

That ihield in all thefe wars by Godfrey borne, 

I crowne this Maids head with a wreath of Thorne. 
Old D, Oh were my daughter here this ioy 
to fee ; t 

How light her foule 1 how glad would my heart bee I 
Tan, Would I had now my loue. 

Guy. Or I that Dame, 

Thafi addes to beauties funne a brighter flame. 

Rol, Were the faire Virgin here, I would re- 
nowne 

Her glorious beauty with the Englifli Croyme. 

Eust, Princes, lie fit you all. Lady come forth. 
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Enter Bella Franca. 

Bell. The lonely Princes. 

Tan. Faire Miftrefle ! 

Char. Lady ! 

Godf. Madame ! 

Guy. Honoured Saint ! 

Bell. Nay pardon me, lone comes not by con- 
flraint ; 

But Princes, will you grant me patience, 

Before I part, I meane to pleafe you all. 

Firfl holy Patriarch, tell me of all others, 

Whom in the World you moll defire to fee. 

Old D. My daughter. 

Bell. Prince Godfrey^ Charles^ Eustace, whom fay 
youl 

All. Next your felfe our fifter. 

Bell. And whom you ? 

Tan. My loue. 

Bell. Who’s that? 

Tan. Your honoured felfe faire maide. 

Bel, Nay, He make good the words that I haue 
faid : 

Father, I giue a daughter to your hand ; 

Brothers, behold, here doeth your fifter ftand ; 
Tancred behold the Lady you once ceas’d, 

Onely I leaiie Prince Robert heere difpleas’d. 

Old D. My daughter Bella Franca ! 

Brothers. Siller ! 

Tan. Loue 1 

Old D. I am too happy, and too full of ioy ; 
Heauen powers on me more good then I can 
beare ; 

I that before was ftaru’d, now furfet heere. 

Rob. Princes, and Lady, nothing can difpleafe vs, 
For we pertake in all this glad content. 

And with applaufe reioyce this accident. 

Tancred reioyce, your loue, and you your friends, 
Where you beginne with marriage, our loue ends. 
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Kings, and Kings peeres, to Heauen afcribe the 
. glory, 

Whilft we to Chronicles report this Hory. 

Guy. Make loue vnto my filler 1 tis moft flrange, 
Now Guy I would thou hadil thy French loue here ; 
My heart would grant her what I then refus’d ; 

Now hauing got this flate of dignity, 

I grieue that I haue fo obdurate beene, 

But for amends would make her Syons Queene. 

Emt A.nd well remembred brother, I mufl now 
Entreate you for a pretty boy your page, 

That hath on fome occafion flray’d from you. 

Guy. Oh brother, where’s the villaine ? 

Bust. Pardon him, and I will tell you. 

Gtiy. Great were th’ offence, I would not cleare 
for you. 

Bust The poore boy, brother, flayes within my 
Tent, 

But fo difguis’d you cannot know him now, 

For hee’s turn’d wench ; and but I know the wagge, 
To be a boy, to fee him thus transform’d, 

I^fhould haue fworn he had beene a wench indeed. 

Guy. Pray, let me fee him, brother in that habite. 
I would not loofe the villaine for more gold 
Then Syon would be fold for ; he will bluflr 
To be tane tardy in his Maides attire. 

Bust You haue pardoned him ? 

Guy, I haue. 

Bust Then lacks appeare. 

Enter the French Lady, 

Nay blulh not to be in your Womans geere. 

Guy, Leape heart, dance fpirit, be merry iocund 
foule, 

Tis fhe vndoubtediy. 

Lady, You know me then ! 

Guy, I do, ’twas that difguife, 

That all this while hath blinded my cleere eyes. 

Euji, Fye, are you not afham’d to^kiffe a boy, 
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And in your armes to grafpe him with fuch ioy ? 

Guy, She is no boy, you do miflake her quite. 
Euft, A boy, a Page, a wagtaile by this light : 
What fay you hfter ? 

Bel. Sure he told me fo, 

For if he be a maide, I made him one. 

Bust Do not miflake the fex, man, for he^s 
none. 

It is a rogue, a wag, his name is lacke^ 

A notable diffemblmg lad, a Cracke. 

Guy. Brother, ’tis you that are deceiu’d in her. 
Befhrew her, fhe hath beene my bedfellow 

A yeare and more, yet I had not the grace 

Brothers receiue a fifter ; reuerent Father 
Accept a daughter, whilft I take a Wife, 

And of a great Kings daughter make a Queen e : 

This is the beauteous "Virgin, the French Lady, 

To whom my fortune flill remaines in debt. 

Bust. A Lady, then I cry you mercy brother, 

A gallant Bride, would I had fuch another. 

Lady. A wondrous change ! fhe that your Page 
hath beene 

Is now at length transform’d to be your Queene : 
Pardon me Giiy^ my loue drew me along, 

No fhameleffe luft. 

Guy. Faire Saint, I did you wrong ; 

If Fortune had not beene your friend in this,, 

You had not laine thus long without a kiffe : 

Father, embrace her ; brothers ; filler, all. 

Old D. This fortune makes our ioyes meere 
comical : 

The fame of our fucceffe all Burope rings : 

The Father, Patriarch, fees his fonnes all Kings, 

Roh. The heauens are full of bounty j then braue 
Princes 

Firft in the Temple hang thefe Trophies vp, 

As a remembrance of your fortunes pafl : 

You good old Father, weare your Patriarchs Koabes, 
Prince Godfrey^ walk you with your Crown of thorns ; 
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Guy with his Lady ; Tancred with his Wife : 

Charles with his Crown of Cyprus^ and yong Eustace 
Crown’d with the rich Sicilian Diadem : 

I with the honour of the Pagans deaths. 

So in Proceffion walke we to Christs Tombe, 

With humble hearts to pay our Pilgrimes vowes : 
Repayre we to our Countries, that once done. 

For Syon and lertifalefn are wonne. 

Exeunt omnes. 


FINIS. 
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To the much worthy, and my moft refpe6led, 
lOHN Othow, Efquire, Counfellour at Law, 
in the noble Societie of 
Graies Inne. 


Xcufe this my boldneffe, (I intreat 
you) and let it paffe under the title of 
my love and refpeft, long devoted 
unto you ; of which, if I endeavour to prefent 
the world with a due acknowledgement without 
the fordid expe<5lation of reward, or fervile im- 
putation of flatterie, I hope it will be the rather 
accepted. I muft ingenuoufly acknowledge, a 
weightier argument would have better fuited 
with your grave imployment ; but there are re- 
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tirements neceffarily belonging to all the labours 
of the body and brain : If in any fuch ceffa- 
tion, you will daigne to caft an eye upon this 
weak and unpollilh’t Poem, I fhall receive it as 
a courtefie from you, much exceeding any merit 
in mee, (my good meaning onely accepted.) 
Thus wiftiing you healthfull abilitie in body, un- 
troubled content in minde: with the happie 
fruition of both the temporall felicities of the 
world prefent, and the eternall bleffedneffe of 
the life future ; I ftill remain as ever, 

Yours, moft affedlionately 
devoted, 


Thomas Heywood. 




To the Reader. 


H Vrteous Reader^ my Flaks have not beeue 
expofed to the publike view of the world in 
numerous Jheets, a^id a large volume) but 

fmgly (as thou feejf) with great modejly, and 

f7nall 7iotfe. Thefe Comedies^ bearing the title of The 
fair Maid of the Weil : if they prove but as grattous in 
thy private readmg^ as they were plauf Me m the publick 
ahbig^ I fhall 7iot much doubt of their fucceffe. Nor 
neede they {I hope) 7nuch fear a rugged a7id cenforious 
brow fro77t thee^ 07i whom the greateji afid bejl tn the 
ki7igdo77te, have vouchfafed to f7nile, I hold it 7io 
7ie€efity to trouble thee with the Argume7it of the flory^ 
the matter it felfe lying fo plainly before thee in Alls 
aftd Scenes^ without any deviations^ or wmdmg in- 
dents, 

Perufe it through, and thou maiil finde in it. 

Some mirth, fome matter, &, perhaps, fome wit. 

He that would fiudie thy content^ 


T. H. 




Dramatis 


Wo Sea Captaines. 
Mr. Caroll, a Gen- 
tleman, 

Mr. Spencer. By Mr. 
Michael Bowyer. 

Captain Goodlack, Spen- 
cers frrnid ; hy Mr. 
Rich. Perkins. 

Two Vintners hoyes, 

Beffe Bridges, The fair 
Maid of the Weji\ by 
Hugh Clark. 

Mr. Forfet, a Ge^ttleman; 
by Chriftoph. Goad. 

Mr. Ruffman, a fwagger- 
ing, Gentleman ; by Wil- 
liam Shearlock. 

Clem, a drawer of wine 
under Beffe Bridges ; 
by Mr. William Robin- 
fon. 

Three Saykrs. A Sur- 
geon. 



A hitching Maid; by Mr. 
Anthony Furner. 

The Maior of Foy, an 
Alderman^ and a fer- 
vant 

A Spanifh Cap. by C. 
Goad. 

An Englifh Merchant; by 
Rob. Axell. 

Mulhjheg, K. of Feffe, by 
Mr. Will. Allen. 

Bafhaw Alcade ; by Mr. 
Wilbraham. 

Bafhaw JofFer. 

Two Spanijh Captains, 

A French Mercha^it, 

An Italian Merchant, 

A Chorus. 

The Earl of Efex going 
to Cales : the Maior 
of Plimoth, with Peti- 
tioners^ Mutes, ; perfo- 
nated. 





Prologue. 

Spoken to their two Majefties at Hampton Court. 

A Mongst the Grecians tJure were an- 
nuall fec^Si 

To which none were invited as chief guejis. 
Save Princes and their Wives. Amongst 
the men. 

No argument could be difputed then 
But who bfi gover'dd ; and ( ad t did appear e ) 
He was proclaini d foie Soveraigne for that 
yeare. 

The Qu^enes and Ladies argued at that time 
For beauty and for vertue, who was prime. 
And fhe had the like honour. Two here be. 

For Beauty one, the other Majefty, 

Mofi worthy, did that cujiome fill per fever. 
Not for one yeare, but to be Soveraignes ever. 




THE FAIRE MAID 

of the Weft : 


Or, 

A Girle worth Gold. 


Enter two Captaines^ and Mr. Carrol. 

I. Capt. 

puts my Lord to Sea 1 
Capt. When the winders faire. 

%r. Refolve me I intreat, can you not 
gueffe 

■ this voyage % 

I. Capt. Moft men thinke 
•The Fleet’s bound for the Hands. 

Carr. Nay, ’tis like. 

The great fucceffe at Cales under the condudl 
Of fuch a Noble Generali, hath put heart 
Into the Englilh : They are all on fire 
To purchafe from the Spaniard. If their Carracks 
Come deeply laden, wee lhall tugge with them 
For golden fpoile. 
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j2. Capt O, were it come "to that ! 

1 . Cap^. How Plimoutli fwells with Gallants 1 how 
the llreets 

Glifler with gold ! You cannot meet a man 
But trickt in skarfFe and feather, that it feemes 
As if the pride of Englands Gallantry 
Were harbourd here. It doth appeare (me thinkes) 

A very Court of Souldiers. 

Carr. It doth fo. 

Where fiall we dine to day ? 

2. Capt. At the next Taverne by; there’s the befl 
wine. 

1. Cap. And the bell wench, Bejfe Bridges, Ihe’s 
the fiowre 

Of PUmouth held : the CalUe needes no bulh, 

Her beauty drawes to them more gallant Cullomers 
Then all the fignes ith’ towne elfe. 

2. Capt A fweet Laffe, 

If I have any judgement. 

' I. Capt. Now in troth 
I thinke Ihee’s honell. 

Carr. Honell, and live there 1 
What, in a publike Taverne, where’s fuch confluence 
Of lufly and brave Gallants ? Honeft faid you 1 
2. Capt. I vow fhe is for me. 

1. Capt For all I think. 

I’m fure fhe’s wondrous modell. 

Carr. But withall 
Exceeding affable. 

2, Capt An argument 
That lliee’s not proud. 

Carr. No, were Ihe proud, fhe’d fall. 

1. Capt Well, Ihee’s a moll attradlive Adamant^ 
Her very beauty hath upheld* that houfe, 

And gain’d her mafler much. 

Carr. That Adamant 

Shall for this time draw me to, wee’ll dine there. 

2. Capt Mo better motion : Come to the Callle 
then. 
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£nfer M. Spencer^ and Capt, Goodlack, 

GoodL What,, to the old houfe flill ? 

Spenc. Canll blame me, Captaine, 

Beleeve me, I was never furprisde till now. 

Or catcht upon the fudden. 

GoodL Pray refolve me. 

Why being a Gentleman of fortunes, meanes, 

And well revenude, will you adventure thus 
A doubtfull voyage, when onely fuch as I 
Borne to no other fortunes then my fword 
Should leeke abroad for pillage. 

Spen, ^ Pillage, Captaine ? 

No, tis for honor ; And the brave focietie 
Of all thefe Ihining Gallants that attend 
The great L. Generali, drew me hither firft : 

No hope of gaine or fpoyle. 

GoodL I, but what drawes you to this houfe fo 
oft? 

Spenc. As if thou knewll it not. 

GoodL What, 

Spenc, Euen flie. 

GoodL Come, 1 muft tell you, you forget your 
felfe, 

One of your birth and breeding, thus to dote 
Upon a Tanners daughter : why, her father 
Sold hydes in Somerfetfliire, and being trade-falne, 
Sent her to fervice. 

Spenc. Prethee fpeake no more, 

Thou telft me that which I would faine forget, 

Or wifh I had not knowne. If thou wilt humor me 
Tell me fhiee’s faire and honeft. 

GoodL. Yes, and loves you. 

Specie. To forget that, were to exclude the reft : 
All faving that, were nothing. Come lefs enter. 

Enter 2 . Drawers. 

I. Draw. You are welcome Gentlemen. Shew 
them into the next roome there. 
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2. Draw, Looke out a Towell, and fome RollSj a 
Salt and Trenchers. 

S;penc, No fir, we will not dine. 

2. Draw, I am fare ye would if ye had my 
ftomacke. 

What wine drinke yee, Sacke or Claret ? 

Sj>enc. Wheres Beffe ? 

2, Draw, Marry above with three or foure Gentle- 
men. 

S;penc, Goe call her. 

2. D, He draw you a cup of the neatefl wine in 
Plimouth, 

Spen, He tail none of your drawing. Goe call 
Beffe, 

2. Draw, Theres nothing in the mouthes of thefe 
Gallants, but Beffe^ Beffe, 

Spenc, What la^ Sir 

2. Draw, Nothing fir, but He goe call her pre- 
fently. 

Spenc, Tell her who’s here. 

2. Draw, The devill rid her out of the houfe for 
me. 

Spenc, Sa’y fir ? 

2. Draw, Nothing but anon anon fir. 

Enter Bepe Bridges, 

Spenc, See file’s come, 

Beff, Sweet Mr. Spencer^ y’are a llranger growne. 
Where have you beene thefe three dayes 1 
Spenc, The laft night 

I fate up late, at game : here take this bagge, 

And lay ’t up till I call for 
Beff, Sir I fiiall. 

Spenc, Bring me fome wine, 

Beff. I know your tafle, 

And I fhall pleafe your palate. 

Goodl, Troth tis a pretty foule. 

Spenc, To thee I will unbofome all my thoughts, 
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Were her low birth but equall with her beauty, 

Here would I fixe my thoughts. 

Goodl. You are not mad fir ? 

You fay you loue her. 

Spefic, Never queftion that 
Goodl. Then put her to ’t, win Oportunity, 

Shees the befL bawd : If (as you fay) fhe loves you, 
She can deny you nothing. 

Spenc. I have proved her 
Vnto the utmoft teft. Examin’d her, 

Even to a modefl force, but all in vaine : 

Shee’li laugh, conferre, keepe company, difcourfe, 

And fomething more, kiffe : but beyond that com- 
paffe 

She no way can be drawne. 

Goodl. Tis a vertue, 

But feldome found in tavernes. 

Enter Bege with wine* 

Bejje. Tis of the befl Graves wine fir. 

Specie. Gramarcie Girle, come fit. 

Bejfje. Pray pardon fir, I dare not 
Spenc. He ha’ it fo. 

Beffe. My fellowes love me not, and will com- 
plaine 

Of fuch a fawey boldneffe. 

Spenc. Pox on your fellowes, 

He try whether their pottle pots or heads 
Be harder, if I doe but heare them grumble. 

Sit : now Beffe drinke to me. 

Bejffe. To your good voyage. 

Enter the femid Drawer, 

2 Draw. Did you call fir ? 

Sp. Yes fir, to have your abfence. Captaine, this 
health. 

Goodl. Let it come fir. 
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2 Draw. Mull you be fet, and we wait, with a 

Spmc, What fay you fir ^ 

2 Draw. Anon, anon, I come there. Exit 

Spenc. What will you venture Eeppe to fea with 
me 1 

Beffe. What I loue befl, my heart: for I could 
wifh 

I had beene borne to equall you in fortune, 

Or you fo low, to have beene rankt with me, 

I could have then prefum^d boldly to lay, 

I love none but my Spencer. 

Spenc Beffe^ I thanke thee. 

Keepe ftill that hundred pound till my return e 
From th’ Illands with my Lord : if never, wench 
Take it, it is thine owne. 

Bejfe. You binde me to you. 

Enter the firji Drawer . ' 

I Draw. Beffe^ you mull fill fome wine into the 
Portcullis, the Gentlemen there will drinke none but 
of your drawing. 

Spenc. She lhall not rife fir, goe, let your Mailer 
fnick~up. 

I D. And that fhould be coufin-german to the 
hick-up. 


Enter the fecond Drawer. 

2 Draw. Bejfe, you mull needs come, the gentle- 
men fling pots, pottles, drawers, and all downe llaires. 
The whole houfe is in an uprore. 

Beffe. Pray pardon fir, I needs mull be gone. 

2 D. The Gentlemen fweare if fhe come not up to 
them, they will come downe to her. 

Spenc. If they come in peace, 

Like ciuill Gentlemen, they may be welcome : 

If otherwife, let them ufurpe their pleafures. 

We ftand prepar’d for both. 
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Enter CaroU and two Captaines. 

Car. Save you gallants, we are fomwhat bold to 
preffe 

Into your company. It may be held fcarce manners, 
Therefore fit that we fhould crave your pardon. 

Spenc. Sir, you are welcome, fo are your friends. 

1 Capt. Some wine. 

Beffe. Pray give me leave to fill it. 

Sp. You lhall not ftir. So pleafe you wee'l joyne 
company. 

Drawer, more flooles. 

Car. I tak’t that’s a fiie drawer. Are you of the 
houfe % 

Beffe. I am fir. 

CaroU. In what place 1 
Beffe. I draw. 

Carol!. Beere, doe you not ? You are fome 
tapfireffe. 

Spenc. Sir, the worfl charadler you can bellow 
Vpon the maide is to draw wine. 

CaroU. She would draw none to us, 

Perhaps Ihe keepes a Rundlet for your talle. 

Which none but you mull pierce. 

2 Capt. I pray be civill. 

Spenc. I know not, Gentlemen, what your in- 
tents be, 

Nor doe I feare or care. This is my roome, 

And if you beare you, as you feeme in Ihew, 

Like Gentlemen, fit and be fociable. 

Car. We will. Minx, by your leave : Remove 
I fay. 

Spenc. She lhall not'llir. 

Car. How fir 1 

Spen. No fir : could you out-face the devill, 

We doe not feare your roaring. 

Car. Though you may be companion with a 
drudge, 

It is not fit Ihee fhould have place by us. 
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About your bufineffe, hufwife. 

Spenc, She is worthy 

The place as the bell here, and fhe lliall keep't. 

Car, You lie. They biijlle. Car oil flame. 

Goodl. The Gentleman’s flaine, away. 

Befl'e, Oh heaven, what have you done % 

Goodl, Vndone thy felfe and me too : Come 
away ! 

Beffe, Oh fad miffortune, I fliall lofe him ever. 
What, are you men or milk-fops % Stand you flill 
Senflefle as hones, and fee your friend in danger 
To expire his laft % 

1 Capt. Tufh, all our help’s in vaine. 

2 Capt, This is the fruit of whoores. 

This mifchiefe came through thee. 

Beffe, It grew firfL from your incivilitie. 

1 Cap, Lend me a hand to lift his body hence. 

It was a fatall bufineffe. Bxeimt Captaines, 

E 7 iter the two Drawers, 

1 Dr, One call my Mailer, another fetch the 
conflable, 

Here’s a man Mid in the roome. 

2 Dr, How, a man kill’d faih thou. Is ail 
paid % 

1 Dr, How fell they out, canh thou tell % 

2 Dr, Sure about this bold Betrice : tis not fo 
much for the death of the man, but how Ihall we come 
by our reckoning ? 

Exeunt Drawers, 

Beffe. What Ihall become of me ! Of all loll 
creatures 

The moll infortunate. My innocence 

Hath beene the caufe of blood, and I am now. 

Purpled with murder, though not within compaffe 

Of the Lawes fevere cenfure : but which moll 

Addes unto my affli( 5 lion, I by this 

Have lofl fo worthy and approvM a friend, 
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Whom to redeeme from exile, I would give 
All that’s without and in me. 

Enter Forfet. 

Forf, Your name’s Beffe Bridges ? 

Beffe, An unfortunate Maid. 

Ejiowne by that name too well in Plimouth here. 
Your bufineffe, fir, with me % 

For/. Know you this Ring ? 

Beffe. I doe : it is my Spencers. 

I know withall you are his trufly friend, 

To whom he would commit it Speak e, how fares he ? 
Is hee in freed ome, know yee ? 

For/ Hee’s in health 
Of body, though in minde fomwhat perplext 
For this late mifchiefe happened. 

Beffe. Is he hed, 

And freed from danger % 

F07/. Neither. % this token 
He lovingly commends him to you Be/e^ 

And prayes you when tis darke meet him o’th 
Hoe 

Neere to the new-made Fort, where hee’ll attend 
you, 

Before he flyes, to take a kinde farewell. 

Theres only Goodlack in his company, 

He intreats you not to faile him. 

Be/. Tell him from me, He come, He runne, He 
flye, 

Stand Death before me : were I fure to die. Exit. 

Enter Spencer and Goodlacke. 

GoodL You are too full of paflion. 

Spem. Canfl thou blame me, 

To have the guilt of murder burden me, 

And next, my life in hazard to a death 
So ignominious : laft, to lofe a Love 
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So fweet, fo faire, fo amVous, and fo cliafle, 

And all thefe at an inllant 1 Art thou fure 
Carol is dead ? 

GoodL I can beleeve no leffe. 

You hit him in the very fpeeding place. 

Sj>e;ic. Oh but the lafl of thefe fits neer’fl my 
heart. 

Goodl, Sir be advis’d by mee. 

Try her before you truft her. She perchance 
May take th’ advantage of your hopefull fortunes ; 

But when fhe findes you fubjedl to diflreffe 
And cafualty, her flattering love may die : 

With your deceafed hopes. 

Sj^enc. Thou counfelfl well 
lie put her to the teft and utmofl tryall 
Before I trufl her further. Here flie comes. 

Enter Fo7'fet^ and Bejfe with a bagge. 

For/. I have done my meffage fir. 

Bef, Feare not fweet Spmcer^ we are now alone. 
And thou art fanctuar’d in thefe mine armes. 

Goodl While thefe conferre wee’ll centinel their 
fafety. 

This place He guard. 

Forf. I this. 

Brf. Are you not hurt ? 

Or your skinne rac’d with his offenfive lleele ? 

How is it with you ? 

Spenc. Beffe^ all my afflictions 
Are that I mufl leaue thee : thou knowfl withall 
My extreame necefflty, and that the feare 
Of a moft fcandalous death doth force me hence. 

I am not neare my Country, and to flay 
For new fupply from thence, might deeply ingage 
mee 

To defperate hazard. 

Befe. Is it coyne you want ? 

Here is the hundred pound you gave me late, 
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Vfe that, befide what I have flor'd and fav’de 
Which makes it fifty more ; were it ten thoufand 
Nay, a whole million, Spencer^ all were thine. 

Spenc, No, what thou hall keepe Hill, tis all thine 
owne. 

Here be my keyes, my trunkes take to thy charge : 
Such gold fit for tranfportage as I have. 

He beare along : the reft are freely thine, 

Money, appareil, and what elfe thou findfL, 

Perhaps worth my bequell and thy receiving, 

I make thee miftreffe of. 

BeJ]e. Before I doted. 

But now you flriveto have me extafide. 

What would you have me doe, in which t’expreffe 
My zeale to you ? 

Spenc. Which in my chamber hangs, 

My picture, I injoyne thee to keepe ever, 

For when thou partft with that, thou lofeft me. 

Beffe. My foule may from my body be divorc’d, 
But never that from me. 

Spenc. I have a houfe in Foy, a taverne caild 
The Winde-mill, that I freely give thee too, 

And thither if I live He fend to thee. 

Beffe. So foone as I have caft my reckonings up, 
And made even with my Mafter, lie not faile 
To vifit Foy in Cornwall. Is there elle 
Ought that you will injoyne me? 

Spenc. Thou art faire, 
loyne to thy beauty vertue. Many fuiters 
I know will tempt thee : beauty’s a fhrewd baite, 

But unto that if thou add’ft challitie, 

Thou llialt ore-come ail fcandall. Time cals hence, 
We now mufl part. 

Beffe. Oh that I had the power to make Time 
lame, 

To flay the flarres, or make the Moone fland fliil, 
That future day might never hafle thy flight 

I could dwell here for ever in thine armes, 

2 


T 
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And widi it alwayes niglit. 

Spenc, We trifie bowers. Farewell. 

Bejfe, Firfl take this Ring : 

Twas the firft token of my conflant love 
That paft betwixt ns. When I fee this next, 

And not my Spencer^ I fhall thinke thee dead : 

For till death part thy body from thy fouie 
I know thou wilt not part with it. 

Spence. Sweare for me Bejfe : for thou maifl fafely 
doeT 

Once more farewell : at Foy thou lhalt heare from 
me. 

Bejfe. Theres not a word that hath a parting 
found 

Which through mine eares fhrills not immediate 
death. 

I fhall not live to lofe thee. 

Forf. Bed be gone, 

For harke I heare fome tread. 

Spenc. A thoufand farewels are in one contradied. 
Captame away. 

Exit Spencer^ 6^ Goodlacke. 

Bejfe. Oh, I lhall dye. 

Forf. What mean you Bej]e., wil you betray your 
friend, 

Or call my name in queftion 1 Sweet, looke up. 

Bej)e. Hah, is my Spencer gone ? 

Forf With fpeed towards Foy, 

There to take fhip for FialL 

Bejfe. Let me recolledl my felfe, 

And what he left in charge. Vertue and Chaditie* 
Next, with all fudden expedition 
Prepare for Foy : all thefe will I conferve, 

And keepe them flridlly, as I would my life. 

Plimouth farewell ; in Cornwall I will prove 
A fecond fortune, and for ever moume, 

Vntill I fee my Spencers returne. Mohoys. 
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A dmibe Show. Enter Generali., Cajifaines, the Mayor : 
Petitioners the other way with d^aj>ers : among/i 
thefe the Drawers. The Generali gives them hagges 
of money. All goe off faving the two Drawers. 

1. Draw. Tis well yet we have gotten all the 
money due to niy Mafler. It is the commonefl thing 
that can bee for thefe Captaines to fcore and to fcore : 
but when the fcores are to be paid, JVbn ejl inventus. 

2. Draw. Tis ordinary amongfl Gallants now a 
dayes, who had rather fweare forty oaths, then onely 
this one oath, God let me never be trufled. 

1. Draw. But if the Captaines would follow the 
noble minde of the Generali, before night there would 
not bee one fcore owing in Plimouth. 

2. Draw. Little knowes Beffe that my Mafler hath 
got in thefe defperate debts : but flie hath call up her 
account, and is gone. 

1, Draw. Whither canft thou tell? 

2. Draw. They fay to keepe a Taverne in Foy, 
and that M. Spencer hath given her a flocke to fet up for 
her felfe. Well, howfoever, I am glad, though he kild 
the man wee have got our money. 

Explicit A Dus primus. 


ASlus femndus. Scenafrima. 

Enter Eorfet afid Pozighman. 

Forfet. 

I N your time have you feene a fweeter creature % 
Poughm. Some weeke or thereabouts. 

For/. And in that fmall time fhee hath almoft un- 

T 2 
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done all the other Taverns. The Gallants make no 
rendezvous now but at the Wind-mill. 

Rotighn. Spight of them He have her. It lhall 
coH me the fetting on but He have her. 

Forf, Why, doe you thinke fhe is fo eafily won ? 

Fough?n. Eafily or not, He bid as fayre and farre 
as any man within twenty miles of my head, but I will 
put her to the fqueake. 

Forf. They fay there are Knights fonnes already 
come as fuiters to her. 

Rotighm. Tis like enough, fome younger brothers, 
and fo I intend to make them* 

Forf, If thefe doings hold, fhee will grow rich in 
Ihort time. 

Roughm, There jfhall bee doings that fliall make 
this Wind-mill my grand feate, my manfion, my pal- 
lace, and my Conflantinople. 

Enter Beife B7'zdges like a Mijireffe, and Clem, 

Forf, Here fhe comes ; obferve how modeflly die 
beares her felfe. 

Roughin, I muft know of what burden this vedell 
is, I fhall not beare with her till fhee beare with mee, 
and till then, I cannot report her for a woman of good 
carriage. 

Beffe, Yourolde Mafler that dwelt here before my 
comming, hath turn’d over your yeares to me. 

'Clem, Right forfooth : before he was a Yintner, 
hee was a Ihoo-maker, and left two or three turne- 
overs more befides my felfe. 

Beffe, How long had thou to ferve. 

Clem, But eleven yeares next grade, and then I 
am in hope of my freedom. For by that time I fhall 
be at ful age. 

Beff'e, How old art thou now ^ 

Clem. Forfooth newly come into my Teenes. I 
have fcrap’d trenchers this two yeares, and the next 
Vintage I hope to be Barre-boy. 
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Befje . What’s thy name 1 

Clem, My name is Clem^ my father was a Baker, 
and by the report of his neighbors, as honeft a man 
as ever lived by bread. 

Bef, And where dwelt he ? 

Clem, Below here in the next crooked flreet, at 
the figne of the Leg. Hee was nothing fo tall as I ; 
but a little wee-man, and fomewhat huckt-backt. 

Beffe, He was once Conflable % 

Clem. Hee was indeede, and in that one yeare of 
his raigne, I have heard them fay, hee bolted and fifted 
out more bufmeffe, then^ others in that office in many 
yeares before him. 

Bejfe. How long ill fince he dyed ? 

Clem. Marry the laft deare yeare. For when come 
grew to be at an high rate, my father never dowed 
after. 

Bejfe. I thinke I have heard of him. 

Clem. Then I am fure you have heard he was an 
honefl neighbor, and one that never lov’d to be meale- 
mouth’d. 

Befe. Well firrah, prove an honefl fervant, and 
you fliail finde me your good Miftreffe. What com- 
pany is in the Marmaid ? 

Clem. There be foure Sea-captain es. I believe 
they be little better then fpirats, they are fo fiufh of 
their rudocks. 

Befs. No matter, wee will take no note of them. 
Here they vent many brave commodities, 

By which fome gain accrews. Th’are my good cuf- 
tomers, 

And flill returne me profit 

Clem. Wot you what MiflrelKe, how the two Say- 
lers would have ferved me, that calld for the pound 
and halfe of Cheefe ? 

Befs. How was it Clem ? 

Clem. When I brought them a reckoning, they 
would have had me to have fcor’d it up. They tooke 
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me for a fimple gull indeed, that would have had me 
to have taken Chalke for Cheefe* 

Bejfe. Well, goe waite upon the Captaines, fee 
them want no wine. 

Clem, Nor reckoning neyther, take my word 
Miflrefs. 

Boughm, Sheets now at leafure, He to her. 

Lady, what Gentlemen are thofe above 

Bejje, Sir they are fuch as pleafe to be my guefls, 
And they are kindly welcome. 

Roughm, Give me their names. 

BejDe. You may goe fearch the Church-booke 
where they were chriilned. 

There you perhaps may learne them. 

Roiigh7n. Minion, how ? 

Forf. Fie, fie, you are too rude with this faire 
creature, 

That no way feekes f offend you. 

Befs. Pray hands off. 

Roughm, I tell thee maid, wife, or what e'er thou 
beefl, 

No man fhall enter here but by my leave. 

Come, let's be more familiar. 

Befs, 'Las good-man. 

R, Why knowfl thou whom thou fleightfl. I am 
Roughman,^ 

The onely approved gallant of thefe parts, 

A man of whom the Roarers fland in awe, 

And mufl not be put off. 

Befs. I never yet heard man fo praife himfelfe, 

But prov'd in th' end a coward. 

Roughm. Coward, Befs % 

You will offend me, raife in me that fury 
Your beauty cannot calme. Goe to, no more, 

Your language is too harfh and peremptory. 

Pray let me heare no more on't. I tell thee 
That quiet day fcarce paft me thefe feven yeares 
I have not crackt a weapon in fome fray, 
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And will you move my fpleene ? 

Forf. What, threat a woman ? 

Bef. Sir, if you thus perfifl to wrong my houfe, 
Diflurbe my guefls, and nightly domineire, 

To put my friends from patience, He complaine, 

And right my felfe before the Magiflrate. 

Can we not live in compaffe of the Law, 

But mufl be fwaggerd out on’t % 

Rcughm. Goe too, wench, 

I wifh thee well, thinke on’t, theres good for thee 
Stor’d in my brefl, and when I come in place 
I mull have no man to offend mine eye : 

My love can brooke no rivals. For this time 
I am content your Captaines lhall have peace, 

But mull not be us’d to’t. 

Bef. Sir if you come 
Like other free and ciuill Gentlemen 
Y’are welcome, otherwife my doores are barr’d you. 

Rdughm. That’s my good Girle, 

I have fortunes laid up for thee : what I have 
Command it as thine owne, Goe too, be wife. 

Befs. Well, I fhali lludy for’t. 

Roughm. Confider on’t. Farewell. Exit. 

Bef My minde fuggells me that this prating 
fellow 

Is fome notorious Coward. If he perfill 
I have a tricke, to try what metali’s in him. 

Enter Clem. 

What newes with you % 

Cle. I am now going to carry the Captaines a 
reckning. 

Befe. And what’s the fumme ? 

Clem. Let me fee, eight {hillings and fix pence. 
Bef How can you make that good ? write them a 
bill 

Clem. He watch them for that, tis no time of 
night to ufe our bils, the Gentlemen are no dwarfes, 
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and with one word of my mouth, I can tell them 
what is to be4alL 

Bejje. How comes it to fo much ? 

Clein. Imprimis^ fix quarts of wine at feven pence 
the quart, feven fixpences. 

Bejfe, Why dofl thou reckon it fo ? 

Clenu Becaufe as they came in by hab nab, fo I 
will bring them in a reckning at fix and at fevens, 

Bef. Well, wine 3 i*, 6^. 

Clem. And what wants that of ten groats % 

Beffe. Tis two pence over. 

Cle7n. Then put fix pence more to it, and make it 
4 S, wine, though you bate it them in their meate. 

Bejfe. Why fo I prethee ? 

Clejn. Becaufe of the old proverbe. What they 
want in meate, let them take out in drinke. Then 
for twelve penyworth of Anchoves, i8//. 

Beffe, How can that be % 

Clem. Many very well MiHreffe, \ 2 d. Anchoves, 
and 6d. oyle and vineger. Nay they ihall have a 
fawcy reckoning. 

Bef. And what for the other halfe crowne % 

Clem. Bread, beere, fait, napkins, trenchers, one 

thing with' another, fo the iumma totalis is 

Si', 6^. 

Bef. Well, take the reckoning from the bar. 

Clem. What needs that forfooth? The Gentle- 
men feem to he high-flowne already, fend them in but 
another pottle of Sacke, and they will caft up the 
reckoning of themfelves. Yes, He about it. 

Bef. Were I not with fo many futors pefterd, 

And might I inioy my Spencer^ what a fweet 
Contented life were this % For money fiowes 
And my gaine’s great. But to my Boug/ma^i next : 

I have a tricke to try what fpirif s in him, 

It lhall be my next bufinelfe : in tliis paffion 
For my deare Spe^zeer, I propofe me this, 

Mongft many forrowes feme mirth's not amiffe. Mxzt, 
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Enter S^encer^ and Goodlacke, 

GoodL What were you thinking fir ? 

Spen. Troth of the world, what any man fhould 
fee in’t to be in love with it. 

GoodL The reafon of your meditation, 

Spenc To^ imagine that in the fame inflant that 
one forfets all his eflate, another enters upon a rich 
poffeffion : as one goes to the Church to be marryed, 
another is hurried to the gallowes to be hang’d, the 
laft having no feeling of the firfl mans joy, nor the 
firfl of the lafl mans mifery. At the fame time that 
one lyes tortured upon the Racke, another lyes 
tumbling with his Miftrefie over head and eares in 
downe and feathers. This when I truly confider, I 
cannot but wonder why any fortune fhould make a 
man extafy’d. 

GoodL You give your felfe too much to melan- 
choly, 

Spenc, Thefe are my Maximes, and were they as 
faithfully pradlifed by others, as truly apprehended 
by me, we fhould haue lefs oppreffion, and more 
charitie. 

Enter the two Captames that were before, 

1 Capt Make good thy words. 

2 Capt, I fay thou haft injur’d me, 

1 Capt, Tell me wherein. 

2 Capt, When we affaulted Fiall, 

And I had by the Generals command 
The onfet, and with danger of my perfon 
Enforc’d the Spaniard to a fwift retreat, 

And beat them from their Fort, thou when thou fawfl 
‘All feare and danger pall, mad’H up with me 
To fhare that honour which was foie mine owne, 

And never ventur’d fliot for’t, or ere came 
Where bullet graz’d. 
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Spenc, See Captaine a fray towards, 

Let’s if we can attone this difference. 

GoodL Content. 

1 Capt He prove it with my fword, 

That though thou hadfl the formoft place in field, 

And .1 the fecond, yet my Company 
Was equall in the entry of the Fort. 

My fword was that day drawne as foone as thine, 

And that poore honour which I won that day 
Was but my merit. 

2 Capt Wrong me palpably 
And jullifie the fame % 

Spenc. You fhall not fight. 

1 Capt Why fir, who made you firfl a luflicer, 
And taught you that word Jtiall % you are no Generali, 
Or if you be, pray fhew us your Commiffion. 

Spenc, Sir you have no commiffion but my coun- 
fell, 

And that He fhew you freely. 

2 Capt Tis fome Chaplaine. 

I Capt I doe not like his text. 

GoodL Let’s beate their weapons downe. 

1 Cap, He aime at him that offers to divide us. 

2 Cap, Pox of thefe part-frayes, fee I am wounded 
By beating downe my weapon. 

GoodL How fares my friend % 

Sp. You fought for blood, and Gentlemen you 
have it, 

Let mine appeafe you, I am hurt to death. 

I Capt My rage converts to pitie, that this Gen- 
tleman 

Shall fuffer for his goodnes. 

GoodL Noble friend, 

I will revenge thy death. 

Spen, He is no friend 

That murmurs fuch a thought Oh Gentlemen. 

I kill’d a man in Plimouth, and by you 
Am haine in Fiail. Caroll fell by me, 
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And I fall by a Speficer. Heaven is juft. 

And will not fuffer murder unreveng’d, 

Heaven pardon me, as I forgive you both, 

Shift for your felves : away, 

2 Capt We faw him die, 

But grieve you fhould fo perilh. 

Spen, Note Heavens juftice. 

And henceforth make that ufe on’t I lhall faint. 

I Capt Short Farewels now mull ferve. If thou 
furviv’fl 

Live to thine honour : but if thou expir’fl 
Heaven take thy foule to mercy. Exeufit 

Spenc. I bleed much, 
mull goe feeke a Surgeon. 

GoodL Sir how cheare you 1 
Spenc> Like one thats bound upon a new adventure 
To th’ other world : yet thus much worthy friend 
Let me intreat you, fmce I underfland 
The Fleec is bound for England, take your occafion 
To fliip your felfe, and when you come to Foy 
Kindly commend me to my dearefl Beffe^ 

Thou flialt receive a Will, in which I have 
Poffeft her of five hundred pounds a yeare. 

Goodl. A noble Legacy. 

Spenc. The refl I have beflow’d amongfl my 
friends, 

Onely referving a bare hundred pounds 
To fee me honeftly and well interr’d. 

Goodl. I fhall performe your truft as carefully 
As to my father, breath’d he. 

Spenc. Marke me Captaine : 

Her Legacie I give with this provifo^ 

If at thy arrival! where my Beffe remaines, 

Thou findll her well reported, free from fcandall, 

My Will ftands firme ; but if thou hear’fl her branded 
For loofe behaviour, or immodeft life, 

What fhe fhould have, I here beflow on thee, 

It is thine owne : but as thou lov’fl thy foule, 

Deale faithfully betwixt my Beffe and me. 
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I have beene valiant I mufl needs confeffe. 

In llreet and Taverne, where there have beene 
men 

Ready to part the fray : but for the fields 
They are too cold to fight in. 

Befje. You are a villaine, a Coward, and you lie. 
i?. You wrong me, I pro tell. Sweet courteous 
Gentleman 

I never did you wrong. 

Beffe. Wilt tell me that % 

Draw forth thy coward fword, and fuddenly, 

Or as I am a man He runne thee through, 

And leave thee dead ith field. 

Roug. Hold as you are a Gentleman. I have tane 
an oath I will not fight to day. 

Beffe, Th’aft tooke a blow already and the lie, 

Will not both thefe inrage thee % 

Rough, No, would you give the ballinado too, 

I will not breake mine oath. 

Befje, Oh, your name’s Rouqhman, 

No day doth pafie you but you hurt or idll. 

Is this out of your calender % 

Rough, I, you are deceiv’d. 

I ne’er drew fword in anger I protell, 

Ynleffe it were upon fome poore weake fellow 
That ne’er wore fleele about him. 

B'ejje, Throw your Sword. 

Roug, Here fweet young fir, but as you are a 
gentleman, 

Doe not impaire mine honor, 

Beffe, Tye that fhooe. 

Rough, I lhall fir. 

Beffe, Vntruffe that point. 

Rough, i\ny thing this day to fave mine oath. 

Befe, Enough : yet not enough, lie downe 
Till I Hride ore thee. 

Rough, Sweet fir any thing. 

Befe, Rife, thou haft leave, Roughman thou 
art blell 
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This day thy life is fav’d, looke to the rell. 

Take backe thy fword. 

Rough. Oh you are generous : honour me fo 
much 

As let me know to whom I owe my life. 

Befje. I am Be-lje Bridges brother. 

Roug. Still me thought 
That you were fomthing like her. 

Beffe. And I have heard, 

You domineir and revel! in her houfe, 

Controle her fervants, and abufe her guefls, 

Which if I ever fhall hereafter heare, 

Thou art but a dead man. 

Roughm, She never told me of a brother living, 
But you have power to fway me. 

'Befs. But for I fee you are a Gentleman, 

I am content this once to let you pahe, 

But if I finde you fall into relapfe. 

The fecond’s fkrre more dangerous. 

Roughm. I lhall feare it. 

Sir will you take the wine 1 
Befs. I am for London. 

And for thefe two termes cannot make returne : 

But if you fee my filler, you may fay 
I was in health. 

Roughm. Too well, the devill take you. 

Befs. Pray ufe her well, and at my comming 
backe 

He aske for your acquaintance. Now farewell. 

Rough. None faw’t : hee’s gone for London : I am 
unhurt, 

Then who lhall publifhi this difgrace abroad % 

One man’s no flander, fliould he fpeake his worll : 

My tongue’s as loud as his, but in this country 
Both of more fame and credit. Should we con tell 
I can out-face the proudell. This is then 
My comfort : Roughman^ thou art Hill the fame. 

For a difgrace not feene, is held no lhame. 
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Spen, When I have feene the funeral! rights per- 
form’d, 

To the dead body of my Country-man 
And kinfman, I will take your courteous oifer. 

England no doubt will heare newes of death, 

How Bejfe will take it is to me' unknowne : 

On her behaviour I will build my fate, 

There raife my love, or thence eredl my hate. 

Explicit A tins fecundus. 
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Enter Roughman and Forfet. 


Roughman, 

O H y’are well met, juft as I prophelide 
So it fell out 
Forf. As how I pray 

Rough. Had you but flaid the croffmg of one 
field, 

You had beheld a Hedlor^ the boldefl Trojan 
That ever Roughman met with. 

Forf. Pray what was he ? 

Rough. You talke of Little Davy., Cutting Dick ^ 
And divers fuch, but tufh, this hath no fellow, 

Forf. Of what ftature and yeares was he % 

Rough. Indeed I mufl confeffe he was no giant, 
Nor above fifty, but he did beftirre him, 

Was here and there, and every where at once, 

That I was ne’er fo put to’t fince the Midwife 
Firfl wrapt my head m linnen. Let’s to Bejfe. 

He tell her the whole projedl. 

Forf Heres the houfe, wee’ll enter if you 
pleafe. 

Rough. Where be thefe Drawers, Rafcals I Ihould 
fay ? 

That will give no attendance. 
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Enter Clem. 

Clem, Anon, anon fir, pleafe you fee a roome. 
What you here againe 1 Now we iliall have fuch roar- 
ing. 

Rough, You firrah call your Miilreffe. 

Clem. Yes fir, I know it is my duty to call her 
Miflreffe. 

Rough, See and the Have will flin 

Cle7n, Yes I doe ilir. 

Rough, Shal we have humors, fauce-box, you have 
eares 

He teach you prick-fong. 

Clem, But you have now a wro-ng Sow by the 
eare. I will call her. 

Roughm. Doe fir, you had bell. 

Cle77i, If you were twenty Roughmmis^ if you lug 
me by the eares againe. He draw. 

Roughm. Ha, what will you draw? 

Clem, The beft wine in the houfe for your wor- 
fhip : and I would call her, but I can afiure you 
fh-e is eyther not ilirring, or elfe not in cafe. 

Rouglmi. How not in cafe % 

Clejn, I thinke the hath not her fmocke on, for I 
thinke I faw it lye at her beds head. 

Rough, What, Drawers grow capritious ? 

Clem, Help, help. 

Enter Beffe Bridges, 

Beffe. What uprore’s this ? fhall we be never rid 
From thefe diflurbances ? 

Rough, Why how now BeJ^e % 

Is this your hufwifry ? When you are mine 
He have you rife as early as the Larke, 

Looke to the Bar your felfe : thefe lazy rafcalls 
Wi 1 bring your hate behinde hand. 

Clem, You lye fir % 
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Roughm, How ? lye ? 

Clem, Yes fir at the Raven in the high-ftreet, I was 
at your lodging this morning for a pottle pot. 

RougJmi. You will about your bufinefle, mufl you 
heare 

Stand gaping and idle ? 

BeJ), You wrong me fir, 

And tyrannize too much over my fervants. 

I will have no man touch them but my felfe. 

Clejn. If I doe not put Rats-bane into his wine 
in flead of Suger, fay I am no true Baker. 

- Roughm, What, rife at noone ^ 

A man may fight a tall fray in a morning, 

And one of your befl friends too be hackt and man- 
gled, 

And almofl cut to peeces, and you faft 
Clofe in your bed, ne'er dreame on’t. 

Bejfe. Fought you this day ? 

Roughm, And ne'er was bftter put too 't in my 
dales. 

Bej]e. I pray, how was’t % 

Roughm, Thus : as I paft yon fields : 

Enter the Kitchin-maid. 

Maid. I pray forfooth, what fhall I reckon for the 
Idle of Ling in the Port-cullis. 

Roughm. A pox upon your lolles, you kitchin- 
fluffe, 

Goe fcowre your skillets, pots, and dripping-pans, 
And interrupt not us. 

Maid. The Devill take your Oxe-heeles, you foule 
Cods-head, mufl you be kicking ? 

Roughm. Minion dare you fcould ? * 

Maid. Yes fir, and lay my ladle over your cox- 
combe. 

BeJ/e. I doe not thinke that thou darft flrike a 
man, 
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That fwaggerU thus ore women. 

Roughm. How now Bejje ? 

Beije. Shall we be never quiet ? 

Borf. You are too rude. 

Roughm. Now I profeffe all patience. 

Bef/. Then proceede. 

Rougkm, Rifing up early, Minion whilfl you llept, 
To croffe yon field, I had but newly parted 
With this my friend, but that I foone efpide 
A gallant fellow, and mofl flrongly arm’d. 

In the mid-field we met, and both being refolute, 

We juflled for the wall. 

Beffe, Why, did there Hand a wall in the mid- 
field? 

Roughm. I meant flrove for the way. 

Two fuch brave fpirits meeting, flraight both drew. 

Enter Clem. 

• 

Clem. The Maid forfooth fent me to know whe- 
ther you would have the fhoulder of mutton roafled 
or fod. 

Roughni. A mifchiefe on your fhoulders. 

Cl. That’s the way to make me never prove good 
porter. 

Beffe. Yoiiftill heape wrongs on wrongs. 

Rough. I was in fury 
To thinke upon the violence of that fight, 

And could not flay my rage. 

Forf. Once more proceed. 

Roughm. Oh had -you feene two tilting meteors 
juflle 

In the mid Region, with like feare and fury 
We two encounter’d. Not Briarius 
Could with his hundred hands have flrucke more 
thicke. 

Blowes came about my head, I tooke them flill. 
Thrufls by my fides twixt body and my armes, 
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Yet flill I put them by. 

Beffe. When they were pall he put them by. 
Goe on. 

But in this fury what became of him 1 

Bo, 1 thinke I paid him home, hee’s foundly 
maul’d, 

I bofom’d him at every fecond thrull. 

Bege. Scap’d he with life ? 

Rough, I, that’s my feare : if he recover this, 

He never trull my fword more. 

Beffe. Why fly you not if he be in fuch danger 1 ’ 
Rough, Becaufe a witch once told me 
I ne’er fhould dye for murder. 

Bege, I beleeve thee, 

But tell me pray, was not this gallant fellow, 

A pretty faire young youth about my yeares % 

Rough, Even thereabout 
Clem, He was not fiftie then. 

Beffe, Much of my flature % 

Rough, Much about your pitch. 

Clem. He was no giant then. 

Bege. And wore a fait like this 1 
Rough, I halfe fufpedl. 

Bege, That gallant fellow, 

So wounded and fo mangled, was my felfe, 

You bafe white-lyver’d Have, it was this fliooe 
That thou ftoopt to untie : untrufl thofe points : 

And like a beallly coward lay along, 

Till I llridd over thee. Speake, was’t not fo ? 

Rough, It cannot be deny’d. 

Bege, Hare-hearted fellow, Milk-lop, doll not 
blulh^ 

Give me that Rapier : I will make thee fweare, 

Thou fhalt redeeme this fcorne thou- hall incurfd, 

Or in this woman lhape He cudgell thee, 

And beate thee through the Hreets. As I am Bege^ 
I’ll do’t 

Rough, Hold, hold ; I fweare. 
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Brf. Dare not to enter at my doore till then. 
Botigk Shame confounds me quite. 

Bef. That fhame redeem ; perhaps wee’i doe thee 
grace 

I love the valiant, but defpife the bafe. Exit 

Clem, Will you be kickt fir ? 

Rough. She hath wakend me, 

And kindled that dead fire of courage in me, 

Which all this while hath flept : To (pare my flefh 
And wound my fame, what is’t ? I will not reft 
Till by fome valiant deed I have made good 
All my difgraces paft. He croffe the ftreete, 

And ftrike the next brave fellow that I meet. 

Forf. I am bound to fee the end onft. 

Rough. Are you fir % 

Beates oj^ Forfet. 

Enter Mayor of Foy, an Alderman^ and Servant 

Mayor. Beleeve me fir, ftie beares her felfe fo 
well, 

No man can juftly blame her : and I wonder 
Being a fmgle woman as ftie is, 

And living in an houfe of fuch refort, 

She is no more diftafted. 

Alder. The beft Gentlemen 
The Country yeelds, become her daily guefts. 

Sure fir I thinke fliee’s rich. 

Mayor. Thus much I know, would I could buy 
her ftate 

Wereft for a brace of thoufands. A Jhot 

Aid. Twas faid a ftiip is now put into harbour, 
Know whence Ihe is. 

Serv. He bring newes from the key. 

Mayor. To tell you true fir, I could with a match 
Betwixt her and mine owne and onely fonne, 

And ftretch my purfe too upon that condition. 

Aid. Pleafe you He motion it 
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Enter the Servant 

Serv, One of the fhips is new come from the 
Iflands, 

The greatefl man of note’s one Captaine Goodlach 
It is but a fmall VeffelL 

Enter Goodlack and Sailors. 

GoodL He meet you flraight at th’ Wind-mill. 

Not one word of my name. 

I Sail. We underftand you. 

Mayor. Sir tis told us you came late from th’ 
Iflands. 

GoodL I did fo. 

Mayor. Pray lir the newes from thence. 

GoodL The befl is, that the Generali is in health, 
And Fiall won from th’ Spaniards : but the Fleet 
By reafon of fo many dangerous tempefls 
Extremely wether-beaten. You lir I take it, 

Are Mayor o’th towne. 

Mayor. I am the Kings Lieftenant. 

GoodL I have fome Letters of import from one 
A Gentleman of very good account, 

That dide late in the Iflands, to a Maide 
That keepes a Taverne here. 

Mayor. Her name Beffe Bridges 1 
GoodL The fame. I was defir’d to make in- 
quirie 

What fame Ihe beares, and what report Ihee’s of. 

Now you fir being here chiefe Magiflrate, 

Can befl refolve me. 

Mayor. To our underflanding, 

Shee’s without ftaine or blemifh well reputed, 

And by her modefty and faire demeanour, 

Hath won the love of all. 

GoodL The worfe for me. 

Alder. I can affure you many narrow eyes 
Have lookt on her and her condition, 

But thofe that with moH envy have endevour’d 
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T entrap her, have returned won by her vertues. 

GoodL So all that I inquire of make report 
I am glad to heare’t Sir I have now fome bufineffe, 
And I of force mufl leave you. 

Mayor. I intreat you 
To fup with me to night 

GoodL Sir I may trouble you. 

Five hundred pound a yeare out of my way. 

Is there no flaw that I can tax her with, 

To forfeit this revenew ? Is fhe fuch a Saint 
None can miffay her ? why then I my felfe 
Will undertake it If in her demeanor 
I can but finde one blemifh, flaine or fpot, 

It is five hundred pound a yeare well got. Exit 

Enter Clem and the Sailors on the one fide^ at the other 
Roughman^ who drawes u^on them, and beates 
them off. 

Enter Beffe, Clem, and the Sailors. 

Bef. But did he fight it bravely ? 

Clem, I affure you miflreffe raofl diffolutely : hee 
hath runne this Sailer three times through the body, 
and yet never toucht his skinne. 

Bei)e. How can that be ? 

Clem. Through the body of his doublet I meant. 
Be'§e. How lhame, bafe imputation, and difgrace 
Can make a coward valiant ; Sirrah you 
Looke to the barre. 

Clem. He hold up my hand there prefently. 

Bef. I underfland, you came now from the 
Ifiands. 

I Sail. We did fo. 

Bef. If you can tell me tydings of one Gentleman 
I fhall requite you largely. 

I Sailor. Of what name ? 

Be^. One Spencer. 

t Sailor. We both faw and knew the man. 
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BeJ). Onely for that call for what wine you pleafe. 
Pray tell me where you left him. 

2 Sailor. In FialL 

Bef. Was he in health % how did he fare *1 
2 Sail Why well 

Befs, For that good newes, fpend, revell, and 
caroufe, 

Your reckning’s paid before-hand. I’me extafide, 
And my delights unbounded. 

I Sail. Did you love him ? 

Befs. Next to my hopes in heaven. 

1 Sail. Then change your mirth. 

Beffe. Why, as I take it, you told me he was well, 
And fhall I not rejoyce ? 

1 Sail. Hee’s well in heaven, For Miflriffe, he is 
dead. 

BeJ. Hah, dead ! was’t fo you faid ? Th' all 
given me, friend 

But one wound yet, fpeake but that word againe, 

And kill me out-right. 

2 Sail. He lives not. 

Befs. And fhall I ? Wilt thou not breake heart ? 
Are thefe my ribs wrought out of brafle or lleele, 
Thou canfl not craze their barres 1 

1 Sail. Mihris ufe patience, which conquers all 
defpaire. 

Be'^e. You advife well : 

I did but jeafl with forrow : you may fee 
I am now in gentle temper. 

2 Sail. True, we fee’t. 

Bef Pray take the bell roome in the houfe, and 
there 

Call for what wine befl tails you : at my leafure 
He vifit you my felfe. 

I Sail. He ufe your kindnefle. Exeunt. 

Beje. That it Ihould be my fate. Poore poore 
fweet-hart 

I doe but thinke how thou becomft thy grave, 

In which would I lay by thee : what’s my wealth 
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To injoy’t without my Spencer. I will now 
Study to die, that I may live with him. 

Enter Goodlach 

GoodL The further I inquire, the more I heare 
To my dif comfort. If my difcontinuance 
And change at Sea difguife me from her knowledge 
I fhall have fcope enough to prove her fully. 

This fadneffe argues fhe hath heard fome newes 
Of my Friends death. 

Beipe. It cannot fure be true 
That he is dead. Death could not be fo envious 
To fnatch him in his prime. I fludy to forget 
That ere was fuch a man. 

GoodL If not impeach her, 

My purpofe is to feeke to marry her. 

If fhe deny me, He conceale the Will, 

Or at the leafl make her compound for halfe. 

Save you faire Gentlewoman. 

Befs, You are welcome fir, 

GoodL I heare fay there’s a whore here that draws 
wine, 

I am fharp fet, and newly come from fea, 

And I would fee the traih. 

Befs. Sure you miftake fir. 

If you defire attendance and fome wine 
I can command you both. Where be thefe boyes? 
GoodL Are you the Miflreffe % 

Befe. I command the houfe. 

GoodL Of what birth are you, pra’y i 
Befs. A Tanners daughter. 

GoodL Where borne ? 

Befe. In Somerfetfhire. 

GoodL A trade-falne Tanners daughter goe fo 
brave : 

Oh you have trickes to compaffe thefe gay cloaths. 
B^e. None fir, but what are honefl. 

GoodL What’s your name ? 
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Bejfe, Beffe Bridges moH men call me. 

GoodL Y’are a whore* 

Beffe. Sir, I will fetch you wine to walh your 
mouth, 

It is fo foule, I feare’t may fefler elfe. 

There may be danger in’t. 

GoodL Not all this move her patience. 

Beffe. Good fir, at this time I am fcarce my felfe 
By reafon of a great and weighty Ioffe 
That troubles me : but I fliould know that Ring. 
Good!. How, this, you baggage? It was never 
made 

To grace a ftrumpets finger. 

Beffe. Pardon fir, 

I both muft and will leave you. Exit 

GoodL Did not this well ? This will fticke in my 
fiomack. 

I could repent my wrongs done to this maid : 

But He not leave her thus : if fiie ftill love him, 

He breake her heart-firings with fome falfe report 
Of his unkindneffe. 


Enier Cle?n. 

Clem. You are welcome Gentleman : what wine 
will you drinke? Claret, Metheglin, or Muskadine, 
Cyder or Pyrrey, to make you merry, Aragoofa, or 
Peter-fee-mee, Canary or Charnico ? But by your 
nofe fir you ihould love a cup of Malmfey : you fhali 
have a cup of the befi in Cornwaile. 

GoodL Here's a brave drawer will quarrell with his 
wine. 

Clem. But if you preferre the Frenchman before 
the Spaniard, you fhall have either here of the deepe 
red grape or the pallid white. You are a pretty tail 
Gentleman, you fhould love High-Country wine : none 
but Clarkes and Sextons love Graves wine. Or are 
you a marled man, He furnilh you with bafiard, white 
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or browne, according to the complexion of your bed- 
fellow. 

GoodL You rogue, how many yeares of your pren- 
tilhip have you fpent in iludying this fet fpeech ? 

Clem, The firil line of my part was, Anon anon, 
fir : and the firfL queflion I anfwerd to, was logger- 
head, or block-head, I know not whether. 

GoodL Speake, where’s your Miflreffe 1 
Clem, Gone up to her chamber. 

GoodL Set a pottle of Sacke in th’ fire, and carry 
it into the next roome. Exit 

Clem, Score a pottle of Sacke in the Crowne, and 
fee at the barre for fome rotten egges to burne it : we 
mull have one tricke or other to vent away our bad 
commodities. Exit, 

Enter Beffe with Spencers PiBure, 

Bejfe, To dye, and not vouchfafe fome few com- 
mends 

Before his death, was mofl unkindly done. 

This Pidlure is more courteous : ’twill not Ihrinke 
For twenty thoufand kifies : no nor blufh : 

Then thou fhalt be my husband, and I vow 
Never to marry other. 

E7iter Goodlacke, 

GoodL Wheres this harlot ? 

Bejfe, You are immodefl fir to prefie thus rudely 
Into my private chamber. 

GoodL Pox of modefly 

When punks mull have it mincing in their mouthes. 
And have I found thee ? thou lhait hence with me. 

Bejfe, Rob me not of the chiefell wealth I have : 
Search all my trunks, take the beft Jewels there : 
Deprive me not that treafure, He redeeme it 
With plate, and all the little coyne I have, 
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So I may keepe that Hill. 

GoodL Thinkfl thou that bribes 
Can make me leave my friends Will unperform’d ^ 
Beffe, What was that Friend ? 

GoodL One Spencer^ dead i’th Iflands, 

Whofe very lall words uttered at his death 
Were thefe, If ever thou fhalt come to Foy, 

Take hence my pidlure, and deface it quite : 

For let it not be faid, my pourtrature 
Shall grace a ftrumpets chamber. 

Bejf, Twas not fo : 

You lye, you are a villaine : twas not fo. 

Tis more then finne thus to bely the dead : 

Hee knew if ever I would have tranfgrefl, 

’T had beene with him : he durfl have fwome me 
chaHe, 

And dyde in that beliefs. 

Good, Are you fo briefe % 

Nay, He not trouble you : God b’oy you. 

Beffe. Yet leave me ftill that Pidlure, ^and He 
fweare 

You are a Gentleman, and cannot lie. 

GoodL I am inexorable. 

Beffe. Are you a Chriftian, have you any name 
That ever good man gave you % 

’Twas no Saint you were call’d after. Whats thy 
name ? 

Good!. My name is Captaine Thomas Good 

Beff. I can fee no good in thee. Race that fyh 
lable 

Out of thy name. 

GoodL Goodlackis my name. 

Beffe. I cry you mercy fir : I now remember you, 
You were my Spencers friend, and I am fory, 

Becaufe he lov’d you, I have beene fo harfh : 

For whofe fake, I in treat ere you take’t hence, 

I may but take my leave on’t 
GoodL Youl returne it ? 

Beffe. As I am chafle I will. 
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Goodl. For once He truft you. 

Beffe. Oh thou the perfedl femblance of my Love, 
And ail that's left of him, take one fweet kiffe, 

As my laft farewell. Thou refembleft him 
For whofe fweet fafety I was every morning 
Downe on my knees, and with the Larkes fweet 
tunes 

I did begin my prayers : and when fad fleepe 
Had charm’d ail eyes, when none fave the bright 
llarres 

Were up and waking, I remembred thee, 

But all, all to no purpofe. 

GoodL Sure, moll fure, 

This cannot be diffembled. 

Be(fe. To thee I have beene conflant in thine 
abfence, 

And when I look’d upon this painted peece 
Remembred thy lall rules and principles : 

For thee I have given almes, vifited prifons, 

To Gentlemen and paffengers lent coyne, 

That if they ever had abilitie 

They might repay’ t to Spencer : yet for this^ 

All this, and more, I cannot have fo much 
As this poore table. 

G. I lliouid quellion truth, 

If I Ihould wrong this creature. 

Bejfe. I am refolv’d. 

See fir, this Pidlure I rellore you backe, 

Which fince it was his will you Ihould take hence, 

I will not wrong the dead. 

GoodL God be w’ you. 

Beffe. One word more. 

Spencer you fay was fo unkinde in death. 

Goodl. I tell you true. 

Bejfe. I doe intreat you even for goodneffe fake 
Since you were one that he intirely lov’d, 

If you fome few dayes hence here me expir’d 
You will mongll other good men, and poore people 
That hanlv raav mifle Befle. srace' me fo much 
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As follow me. to th’ grave. This if you promife, 

You lhall not be the leafl of all my friends 
Remembred in my will Now fare you well. 

Goodl. Had I a heart of flint or adamant 
It would relent at this. My Miflris 
I have better tydings for you. 

Beffe, You will reilore my Pidlure ? will you \ 

Goodl. Yes, and more then that, 

This Ring from my friends finger fent to you, 

With infinite commends. 

Bef)e. You change my blood. 

Goodl. Thefe writings are the evidence of Lands, 
Five hundred pound a yeare’s bequeath'd to you, 

Of which I* here poffeffe you : all is yours. 

Beffe. This fiirpluffage of love, hath made my 
Ioffe 

That was but great before : now infinite. 

It may be compafl : there's in this my purpofe 
No impoffibilitie. 

Goodl, What fludy you 

Beffe. Foure thoufand pound befides this Legacie, 
In Jewels, gold, and filver I can make, 

And every man difcharg’d. I am refolv'd 
To be a patterne to all Maides hereafter 
Of conflancy in love. 

G* Sweet Miflris Bffe^ will you command my fer- 
vice, 

If to fucceed your Sj^e7icer in his Love, 

I would expole me wholly to your wifhes. 

Beffe. Alas my love fleepes with him in his 
grave, 

And cannot thence be wakend : yet for his fake 
1 will impart a fecret to your truft, 

Which, faving you, no mortall fhould partake. 

Goodl. Both for his love and yours, command my 
fervice. 

Befe. There's a prife 

Brought into Famouth Road, a good tight Veffell, 

The Bottome will but cofl eight hundred pound, 



3 o 6 The faire Maid of the Wefl: 

You lhall have money : buy it 
GoodL To what end ? 

Be^e^ That you fhall know hereafter. Furnilh 
her 

With all provifion needfull : fpare no cofL : 

And joyne with you a ginge of lully ladds. 

Such as will bravely man her : all the charge 
I will commit to you : and when fhee’s fitted, 
Captaine fhe is thine owne. 

GoodL I found it not. 

Beffe. Spare me the reft. This voyage I intend, 
Though fome may blame, all Lovers will commend. 

Exeunt, 


Explicit ABus tertms. 


ABitts quartus. Scena prima. 

After an Alarume^ Enter a SpaniJIi Captaim^ with 
Saylors^ brmging in a Merchant^ Spencer^ and the 
Surgion pr if oners. 


Spaniard, 

Tff Or Fialls Ioffe, and fpoile by th’ Englifh done, 
We are in part reveng'd. There's not a Veffeli 
lliat beare's upon her top S. Georges Croffe, 

But for that a<^ fhall fuffer. 

Merchant, Infult not Spaniard, 

Nor be too proud, that thou by oddes of Ships, 
Provifion, men, and powder mad'ft us yeeld. 

Had you come one to one, or made affault 
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With reafonable advantage, wee by this 
Had made the carkafle of your ihip your graves, 

Low funcke to the Seas bottome. 

Span. Englifhman, thy Ihip fliall yeeld us pillage, 
Thefe prifoners we will keepe in ftrongefl Hold, 

To pay no other ranfome then their lives. 

Spefic. Degenerate Spaniard, there^s no nobleffe in 
thee 

To threaten men unarm’d and miferable, 

Thou mightfl as well tread ore a field of flaughter, 
And kill them ore, that are already flaine, 

And brag thy manhood. 

Span. Sirrah, what are you ? 

Spen, Thy equal! as I am a prifoner, 

But once to ftay a better man then thou, 

A Gentleman in my Country. 

Span. Wert thou not fo, we have llrappadoes, 
bolts. 

And engines to the Maine-mafl faflened, 

Can make you gentle. 

Spmc. Spaniard doe thy worfl, 

Thou canfL not a6l more tortures then my courage 
Is able to endure. 

Span. Thefe Englifhmen 
Nothing can daunt them : Even in mifery 
Theyl not regard their mailers. 

Spence. Mailers 1 Infulting bragging Thrafoes. 
Span. His fawcinelle weel punilh ’bove the rell. 
About their cenfures we will next devife, Flourijti. 
And now towards Spaine with our brave Englilh prife. 

Exeunt. 

Enter BeJ^e, Mayor, Alderman, Clem. A taUe fet out, 
and Jiooles. 

Befe. A Table and fome Hooks. 

Cl. I lhal give you occafion to eafe your talks 
prefently. 


X 2 
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Bef. Wiirt pleafe you fit % 

Mayor, With all our hearts, and thanke you. 

B^e. Fetch me that parchment in my Clofet win- 
dow. 

The three fiieep-skins with the wrong fide out- 
ward. 

Befje, That with the feale. 

Clem, I hope it is my Indenture, and nowfliee 
meanes to give me my time. 

Alder, And now you are alone, faire Miflreffe El‘ 
zabeth 

I thinke it good to talle you with a motion, 

That no way can difpleafe you. 

Beffe, Pray fpeake on. 

Alder, ’T hath pleas’d here Mailer Mayor fo far to 
look 

Into your faire demeanour, that he thinkes you 
A fit match for his Sonne. 

Enter Cle7n with the parchment, 

Clem, Here’s the parchment, but if it bee the 
leafe of your houfe, I can affure you ’tis out. 

Beffe, The yeares are not expired. 

Clem, No, but it is out of your Clofet. 

Beffe, About your bufineffe. 

CL Here’s even Stef anna betwixt the two wicked 
elders. 

Aid, What thinke you Miflreffe Ehcdeth ? 

Beffe. Sir I thanke you. 

And how much I efteeme this goodneffe from you 
The trufl I fhall commit unto your charge 
Will truly witnes. Marry, gentle Sir ! 

’Las I have fadder bufineffe now in hand, 

Then fprightly marriage, witneffe thefe my teares. 

Pray reade there. 

Maior, The lafl Will and Teflament of Elzabdh 
Bridges to be committed to the trufl of the Mayor and 
Aldermen of Foy, and their SucceffoYs for even 
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To fet up yong beginners in their trade, a thoufand 
pound 

To relieve fuch as ha’ve had Ioffe by Sea, 500 
pound. 

To every Maid that’s married out of Foy, 

Whofe name’s Elzaheth ten pound. 

To relieve maimed Souldiers, by the yeare ten 
pound. 

To Captaine Goodiacke, if hee fiiall performe 
The bufmeffe hee’s imployed in, five hundred pound. 
The Legacies for Spe^icer thus to ftand, 

To number all the poorell of his kin, 

And to beftow on them. Item to 

Bejje, Enough : you fee fir I am now too poore 
To bring a dowry with me fit for your fonne. 

Mayor. You want a prefident, you fo abound 
In charitie and goodneffe. 

Beffe. All my fervants 
I leave at your difcretions to difpofe 
Not one but I have left fome Legacie. 

What fhall become of me, or what I purpofe 
Spare further to enquire. 

Mayor. Wee’ll take our leaves. 

And prove to you faithfull Executors, 

In this bequeft. 

Alder. Let never fuch defpaire, 

As dying rich, fhall make the poore their heyre. 

• ’ Exit 

Beffe. Why what is ail the wealth the world con- 
taines, 

Without my Spencer ? 

Enter Roughman and FoTpef. 

Roughm. Where’s my fweet Beffe ? 

Shall I become a welcome fuiter now ? 

That I have chang’d my Copie ^ 

Beffe 4 I joy to heare it. 
lie finde impioyment for you. 
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Enter GooEacke^ Sailors^ and Clem. 

Good/. A gallant fhip, and wondrous proudly 
trim^d. 

Well calkt, well tackled, eveiy way prepar’d. 

Beffe. Here then our mourning for a leafon end. 
Rough. Beffe^ fhall I ftrike that Captaine ? fay the 
word, 

lie have him by the eares. 

Beffe, Not for the world. 

Good!. What faith that fellow % 

Beffe, He defires your love, 

Good Captain let him ha’it. 

Goodl. Then change a hand. 

Beffe, Refolve me all, I am bound upon a voyage, 
Will you in this adventure take fuch part, 

As I my felfe fhall doe % 

Rough. With my fayre Beffe^ to the worlds end. 
Beffe. Then Captaine and Lieftenant both, joine 
hands. 

Such are your places now. 

Goodl. Wee two are friends. 

Bf), I next mull fweare you two, with all your 
ginge 

True to fome articles you mull obferve, 

Referving to my felfe a prime command. 

Whim I inioyne nothing unj-eafonable. 

Goodl. All this is granted. 

Bef Then firll, you faid your fhip was trim and 

gay, 

He have her pitcht all ore, no Ipot of white, 

No colour to be feene, no Saile but blacke, 

No Flag but fable. 

Goodl. Twill be ominous, 

And bode difafler fortune. 

Beffe. He ha’ it fo. 

Goodl. Why then Ihe fhall be pitcht blacke as the 
devil 
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Beffe. She fhall be call’d The Negro, when you 
know 

My conceit, Captaine, you will thanke me for’t 

Boiig. But whither are we bound % 

Beffe. Pardon me that* 

When wee are out at fea He tell you all 
For mine owne wearing I have rich apparell, 

For man or woman as occafion ferves. 

Clem. But Miflreffe, if you be going to fea, what 
fhall become of me aland. 

Beffe. He give thee thy full time. 

Clem. And fhall I take time, when time is, and let 
my Miflreffe flip away. No, it fhall be feene that my 
teeth are as flrong to grinde bisket as the bell failor 
of them all, and my flomacke as able to digefl pou- 
derd beefe and Poore-john. Shall I flay here to 
fcoare a pudding in the Halfe-moone, and fee my 
Miflreffe at the Maine-yard with her fades up, and 
fpread. No it fhall be feene that I who have beene 
brought up to draw wine, will fee what water the fhip 
drawes, or He beray the Voyage. 

BeAe, If thou hafl fo much courage, the Captaine 
fhall accept thee. 

Clem. If I have fo much courage ? When did you 
fee a blacke beard with a white lyvor, or a little 
fellow without a tall flomacke. I doubt not but to 
prove an honour to all the Drawers in Cornwall. 

Good. What now remaines 1 

Forf. To make my felfe affotiate 
In this bold enterprife. 

Goodl. Mofl gladly fir. 

And now our number’s full, what’s to be done. 

Beffe. Firfl, at my charge He feafl the towne of 
Foy,- 

Then fet the Cellers ope, that thefe my Mates 
May quaffe unto the health of our boone voyage, 

Our needfull things being once convay’d aboard, 

Then cafling up our caps in figne of joy, 
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Our purpofe is to bid farewell to Foy. 

Hoboyes long 

Enter Mullijhegy Bqfkdw^ Alcade^ and goffer : with 
other Atte7ida7its, 

MuUiJh, Out of thefe bloody and inteiline broiles 
Wee have at length attain’d a fort’nate peace. 

And now at laft eflablifht in the Throne 
Of our great Anceflors, and raigne King 
Of Feffe and great Morocco. 

Alcade, Mighty Mullijheg, 

Pride of our age, and glory of the Moores, 

By whofe vidlorious hand all Barbary 
Is conquer’d, aw’d, and fwai’d : behold thy vaffalls 
With loud applaufes greet thy victory. 

Jhout. flourijh. 

MulL Vpon the flaughtered bodies of our foes, 
We mount our high Tribunal!, and being foie 
Without competitor, we now have leafure 
To flablifli lawes firfl for our Kingdomes fafetie. 

The inriching of our publique Treafury, 

And lafl our flate and pleafure : then give order 
That all fuch Chriflian Merchants as have traffique 
And freedome in our Country, that conceale 
The leafl part of our Cuflome due to us, 

Shall forfeit fhip and goods. 

loff. There are appointed 
Vnto that purpofe carefull officers. 

MulL Thofe forfeitures mufl help to furnifh up 
Th’ exhaufted treafure that our wars confum’d, 

Part of fuch profits as accrue that way 
We have already tailed. 

Ale, Tis moll fit, 

Thofe Chriflians that reape profit by our Land 
Should contribute unto fo great a Ioffe. 

MulL A leads, They fhall. But what’s the flyle of 
King 
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Without his pleafure ? Finde us concubines, 

The fayreft Chriflian Damfells you can hire, 

Or buy for gold : the louelieft of the Moores 
We can command, and Negroes every where : 

Italians, French, and Dutch, choife Turkifh Girles 
Mull fill our Alkedavy, the great Pallace, 

Where MuUiJheg now daines to keepe his Court 
loffer. Who elfe are worthy to be Libertines, 

* But fuch as beare the Sword ? 

MulL loffer^ Thou pleafefl us. 

If Kings on earth be termed Demi-gods, 

Why Ihould we not make here terrellriall heaven ? 

We can, wee will, our God lhall be our pleafure, 

For fo our Mecan Prophet warrants us. 

And now the muficke of the Drums furceafe. 

Wee’ll learne to dance to the foft tunes of peace. 

Eoioyes, 

Enter Bejfe like a Sea-captaine, Goodlacke, Roughman^ 
Forfeit afid Clem, 

Befs. Good morrow Captaine. Oh this lall Sea- 
fight 

Was gallantly perform’d. It did me good 
To fee the Spanifh Carveile vaile her top 
Vnto my Maiden Flag. Where ride we now ? 

GoodL Among the Iflands. 

Befs, What coaft is this wee now defcry from 
farre. 

GoodL Yon fort’s call’d Fiall. 

Befs. Is that the place where Spemers body 
lies ? 

GoodL Yes, in yon Church hee’s buried. 

Befe. Then know, to this place was my voyage 
bound 

To fetch the body of my Spencer thence. 

In his owne Country to eredl a tombe, 

And lalling monument, where when I die 
In the fame bed of earth my bones may lye. 



314 The fair e Maid of the Weji : 

Then all that love me, arme and make for Ihore, 

Yours be the fpoile, he mine, I crave no more. 

Rough. May that man dye derided and accurft 
That will not follow where a woman leades. 

GoodL Roughman^ you are too raih, and coun- 
fell ill, 

Have not the Spaniards fortifide the towne % 

In all our Ginge wee are but fixty five. 

Rough. Come, He make one. 

GoodL Attend me good Lieutenant, 

And fweet Befje., liften what I have devis’d, 

With ten tall Fellowes I have man’d our Boat, 

To fee what ilragling Spaniards they can take. 

And fee where Forfet is return’d with piifoners. 

Enter Forfet with two Spaniards. 

Forf. Thefe Spaniards we by breake fof day fur- 
pris’d, 

As they were ready to take boat for Fifhing. 

Good. Spaniards, upon your lives refolve us 
truly 

How flrong’s the Towne and Fort. 

Sfan, Since Englilh Rawleigh wan and fpoil’d it 
firfl, 

The Towne’s reedifide, and Fort new built, 

And foure Field peeces in the Block-houfe lye 
To keepe the Harbours mouth. 

GoodL And what’s one fhip to thefe ? 

Be^e. Was there not in the time of their aboad 
A Gentleman call’d Sfencer buryed there 
Within the Church, whom lome report was flaine, 

Or perifht by a wound ? 

Sfan. Indeed there was, 

And ore him rais’d a goodly monument, 

But when the Englifh Navy were fail’d thence, 

And that the Spaniards did pofieffe the Towne, 
Becaufe they held him for an Heretike, 

They flraight remov’d his body from the Church. 
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Bef. And would the tyrants be fo uncharitable 
To wrong the dead % where did they then bellow 
him % 

Span. They buryed him ith fields. 

Bege, Oh llill more cruell. 

Span. The man that ought the field, doubtfull his 
come 

Would never profper whilfl an here ticks body 
Lay there, hee made petition to the Church 
To ha’ it digd up and burnt, and fo it was. 

Beffe. What’s he that loves me would perfuade me 
live, 

Not rather leape ore hatches into th’ Sea : 

Yet ere I die I hope to be reveng’d 
Vpon fome Spaniards for my Spencers wrong. 

Rough. Let’s firll begin with thefe. 

Beg. ’Las thefe poore Haves 1 befides their par- 
dond lives 

One give them money. And Spaniards where yon 
come, 

Pray for Be^e Bridges ^ and fpeake well o’th Englilh. 
Span. We fhalL 

BeJ). Our mourning wee will tume into revenge. 
And fince the Church hath cenfur’d fo my Spencer, 
Beflow upon the Church fome few call Peeces, 
Command the Gunner do’t. 

Goodl. And if he can to batter it to the earth. 

A Peece. 

Enter Clem falling for kq/le, 

Clem. A Saile, A Saile. 

Bege. From whence ? 

Clem. A pox upon yon Gunner, could he not giue 
warning before he had Ihot ? 

Rough. Why I prethee ? 

Clem. Why 1 I was fent to the top-mall to watch, 
and there I fell fall afleepe. Bounce quoth the guns, 
downe tumbles Clem, and if by chance my feet had 
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not hung in the tackles, you mull have fent to Eng^ 
land for a bone-fetter, for my necke had beene in a 
pittifull taking. 

Rough, Thou toldH us of a Saile* 

Enter Sailer above. 

Sailor, Arme Gentlemen, a gallant fhip of warre 
Makes with her full fades this way : who it feemes 
Hath tooke a Barke of England. 

Befje, Which wee’ll refcue 
Or perilh in th’ adventure. You have fworne 
That howloere we conquer or mifcary 
Not to reveale my fex. 

All. Wee have. 

Beff. Then for your Countries honor, my re- 
venge. 

For your owne fame, and hope of golden fpoile. 

Stand bravely to’t. The manage of the fight 
We leaue to you. 

Go, Then now up with your fights, & let your 
enfignes 

Blell with S. Georges CrolTe, play with the windes, 
Faire BeJ}e^ keepe you your cabin. 

Beffe. Captaine, you wrong me, I will face the 
fight, 

And where the bullets fing loudll ’bout mine 
eares, 

There lhall you finde me chearing up my men. 

Rough. This wench would of a coward make an 
Hercules, 

Beffe, Trumpets a charge, and with your whillles 
Ihrill 

Sound boatfwajmes an alarum to your mates. 

With muficke cheare up their allonilht foules, 

The whim the thundring Ordnance beare the Bafe. 

Goodl, To fight againll the Spaniards we defire, 
Alarme Trumpets. Alarme, 

Rough, Gunners flraight give fire. Shot 
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Enter Goodlacke hurt, Beffe, Roughman, 
Forfeit Clem, 

Goodl I am £hot and can no longer man the 
Decke, 

Yet let not my wound daunt your courage mates. 
Bejfje, For every drop of blood that thou had 
Ihed, 

He have a Spaniards life. Advance your Targets, 
And now cry all, Boord, boord, amaine for England. 

Alarme, 

Enter with vidiory Beffe^ Roughman^ Forfeit Clem<^ 

The Spaniards Frif oners, 

Beffe, How is it with the Captaine % 

Rough, Nothing dangerous, 

But being Ihot ith’ thigh hee keepes his Cabin, 

And cannot rife to greet your vidlory. 

Beffe, He flood it bravely out whilfl he could 
dand. 

Clem. But for thefe Spaniards, now you Don 
Diegoes, 

You that made Paules to dinke. 

Roughm, Before we further cenfure them, let’s 
know 

What Englidi prifoners they have here aboord. 

Span, You may command them all We that 
were now 

Lords ouer them, Fortune hath made your daves, 
Eeleafe our prifoners. 

Bejffe, Had my captaine dide 
Not one proud Spaniard had efcap’d with life, 

Your fhip is forfeit to us, and your goods. 

So live. Give him his long Boate : him and his 
Set fafe alhore ; and pray for Englifh Beffe, 

Sp, I know not whom you meane, but bee’t your 
Queene 

Famous Elizabeth^ I diall report 
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She and her fubjedls both are mercifull. Exeunt. 

Enter Roughmm^ with the Merchant and Spencer^ 

Bejk. Whence are you fir ? and whither were you 
bound ? 

Merck, I am a London bound for Barbary, 

But by this Spanifh Man-of-warre furpris’d, 

Pillag’d and captiv’d. 

Befe. We much pitty you, 

What Ioffe you have fuflain’d, this Spanifh prey 
Shall make good to you to the utmoft farthing. 

Merc. Our lives, and all our fortunes whatfoever 
Are wholly at your fervice. 

Beffe. Thefe Gentlemen have been dejedled long, 
Let me pemfe them all, and give them money 
To drinke our health, and pray forget not Sirs, 

To pray for Hold, fupport me, or I faint. 

Roughm. What fudden unexpected extafie 
Diflurbs your conqueft. 

Befe. Interrupt me not, 

But give me way for Heavens fake. 

Spencer. I have feene a face ere now like that 
yong Gentleman, 

But not remember where. 

Beffe. But he was flaine, 

Lay buried in yon Church, and thence remov’d, 
Denyde all Chriflian rights, and like an Infidell 
Confinde unto the fields, and thence digd up, 

His body after death had martyrdome : 

All thefe afiure me tis his fhadow dogs me, 

For fome moll jufl revenge thus farre to Sea. 

Is it becaufe the Spaniards fcap’d with life, 

That were to thee fo cruell after death 
Thou hauntfl me thus? Sweet ghofl thy rage for- 
beare, 

I will revenge thee on the next we feaze, 

I am amaz'd,' this fight lie not endure. 

Sieepe, fleepe, faire ghofl, for thy revenge is fure* 
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Roug, Forfeit convey the owner to his cabin. 
Spencer, I pray fir what young Gentleman is 
that 

Rough, Hee^s both the owner of the Ihip and 
goods, 

That for fome reafons hath his name conceard, 
Spencer, Me thinke he lookes like Beffe^ for in his 
eyes 

Lives the firll love that did my heart furprife. 

Roughm, Come Gentlemen, firfl make your lolTes 
good 

Out of this Spanifh prize. Let’s then divide 
Both feverall wayes, and heavens be our guide. 

Merc, We towards Mamorrah. 

Roughm, We where the Fates doe pleafe, 

Till we have tradl a wilderneffe of Seas. Flonfh, 

Enter Chorus, 

Our Stage fo lamely can expreffe a Sea, 

That we are forfl by Chorus to difcourfe 
What fhould have beene in adlion. Now imagine 
Her paffion ore, and Goodlacke well recoverd. 

Who had he not been wounded and feene Speitcer^ 
Had fure defcride him. Much prife they have 
tane, 

The French and Dutch ihe fpares, onely makes 
fpoile 

Of the rich Spaniard, and the barbarous Turke^ 

And now her fame growes great in all thefe feas. 
Suppofe her rich, and forfl for want of water 
To put into Mamorrah in Barbary, 

Where wearied with the habit of a man, 

She was difcoverd by the Moores aboord, 

Which told it to the amorous "King of Feffe, 

That ne’er before had Englilh Lady feene. 

He fends for her on fhore, how he receives her, 

How Ihe and Spencer meet, mull next fucceed. 
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Sit patient then^, when thefe are fully told, 

Some may hap fay, I, there’s a Girle worth gold. 

Exeunt AB long. 
Explicit ABus quartus. 


A Bus quintus. Scena prima. 


Enter MulUpieg^ Alcade, y offer and Attendants^ 
Mullijheg. 

B Vt was fbe of fuch prefence ? 

Ale. To deferibe her 
Were to make eloquence dumb. 

Mull Well habited? 

Ale. I ne’er beheld a beauty more compleat 
Mull Thou hail inflam’d our fpirits. In England 
borne ? 

Ale. The Captaine fo reported. 

Mull How her fhip % 

Ale. I never faw a braver Veffell faile, 

And fhe is call’d The Negro. 

Mull Ominous 

Perhaps to our good fate. She is a Negro 
Hath fail’d thus farre to bofome with a Moore. 

But for the motion made to come alhore, 

How did flie relifh that % ’ 

Ak. I promiil to the Captaine large reward 
To winne him to it, and this day he’ hath promill 
To bring me her free anfwer. 
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Mull. When he comes 
Give him the entertainment of a Prince. 

Eiiter a Moore. 

The newes with thee % 

Moore. The Captaine of The Negro craves admit- 
tance 

Vnto your Highneffe prefence. 

Mul A Guard attend him, and our nobleft 
Bafhawes 

Condudl him fafe where we will parly him. FloixjriJJi. 

Enter Goodlacke, a?id RougJunan. 

Goodl. Long live the» high and mighty King of 
Feffe. 

Mull If thou bringfl her then doll thou bring me 
life. 

Say, will die come ? 

Goodl. She will my Lord, but yet conditionally 
She may be free from violence. 

Mull Now by the mighty Prophet we adore, 

She fhall live Lady of her free defires, 

Tis love, not force, muft quench our amorous fires. 
Rough. We will conduct her to your prefence 
flraight. 

Mull We will have banquets, revels, and what 
not 

To entertaine this flranger. Hohoyes. 

Enter Beffe Bridges vaiPdy Goodlack^ Rotighman, 
Fo7'fel and Moores. 

A goodly prefence 1 why’s that beauty vail’d ? 

BeJ/e. Long live the King of Feffe. 

Mull I am amaz’d, 

This is no mortall creature I behold, 

But fome bright Angell that is dropt from heaven, 

Sent by our prophet Captaine, let me thus 
Imbrace thee in m}^ armes. Load him with gold 
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For this great favour. 

Befs. Captain e, touch it not 
Know King of Feffe nay followers want no gold, 

I onely came to fee thee for my pleafure, 

And fiiew thee, what thefe fay thou never faw’fl, 

A woman borne in England. 

Midi. That Englilh earth may well be term’d a 
heaven, 

That breedes fuch divine beauties. Make me fure 
That thou art mortall, by one friendly touch. 

Beffe. Keepe off : for till thou fwearft to my de- 
mands 

I will have no commerce with Mulhjheg^ 

But leave thee as I came. 

Midi. Were’t halfe my Kingdome, 

That, beautious Englifh Virgin, thou fhalt have. 

Beffe. Captaine reade. 

Goodl. Firft, libertie for her and hers to leave the 
Land at her pleafure. 

Next, fafe conduct to and from her Ihip at her 
owne difcretion. 

Thirdly, to be free from all violence, eyther by the 
King or any of his people. 

Fourthly, to allow her mariners frefli vidluals 
aboord. 

Fiftly, to offer no further violence to her perfon, 
then what hee feekes by kingly ufage, and free in- 
treaty. 

Midi. To thefe I vow and feaie. 

Beffe. Thefe being affur’d 
Your courtfhip’s free, and henceforth we fecur’d. 

Midi. Say Gentlemen of England, what’s your 
fafhion 

And garbe of entertainment ? 

Good! Our firfl greeting 
Begins ftill on the lips. 

Mtil. Fayre creature, fhall I be immortaliz’d 
With that high favour % 

Beffe. Tis no immodefl thing 
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You aske, nor fiiame, for Beffe to kiffe a King. 

MtcL This kifle hath all my vitalls extafide. 

Roti. Captain this king is mightily in love. Wei 
let her doe as ihe lift, lie make ufe of his bounty. 
Gaodl We fhould be mad men elfe. 

MtdhJIu Grace me fo much as take your feat by 
me. 

Befje. He be fo farre commanded. 

Mull Sweet, your age ? 

Beffe. Not fully yet ifeaventeene. 

Mu, But how your birth % how came you to this 
wealth, 

To have fuch Gentlemen at your command ? 

And what your caufe of travell ? 

Befje, Mighty Prince, 

If you defire to fee me beat my breft, 

Poure forth a river of increafmg teares, 

Then you may urge me to that fad difcourfe. 

Mull. Not for Mamorrahs wealth, nor all the 
gold 

Coyn’d in rich Barbary. Nay fweet arife, 

And aske of me be’t halfe this kingdomes treafure, 
And thou art Lady on’t. 

Befje, If I ftiall aske, ’tmuft be, you will not give. 
Our country breedes no beggers, for our hearts 
Are of more noble temper. 

Mull. Sweet, your name % 

Beffe. Elizabeth. 

Mull. There’s vertue in that name. 

The Virgin Queene fo famous through the world, 

The mighty Empreffe of the maiden-lie, 

Whofe predeceifors have ore-runne great France, 
Whole powerfull hand doth ftiil fupport the Dutch, 
And keepes the potent King of Spaine in awe, 

Is not fhe titled fo ? 

Beffe. She is. 

Mull. Hath ftie her felfe a face fo faire as yours 
When ftie appeares for wonder. 

Beffe. Mighty Feffe., 
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You cafl a blufli upon my maiden clieeke, 

To patterne me with her. Why Eiiglands Queene 
She IS the onely Phoenix of her age, 

The pride and glory of the Wefleriie Ifles : 

Had I a thoufand tongues they all would tyre 
And fade me in her true defcription. 

Mull, Grant me this, 

To morrow we fupply our ludgement-feate. 

And fentence caufes, fit with us in {late, 

And let your prefence beautifie our Throne. 

Befs, In that I am your fervant. 

MiiL And we thine. 

Set on in flate, attendants, and full traine : 

But finde to aske, we vow thou {halt obtaine. 

Enter Clm, manet Goodlacke. 

Clem. It is not now as when Andrea liv’d, 

Or rather Andrew our elder lourneyman : 

What, Drawers become Courtiers? Now may I 
fpeake 

With the old gholl in leronimo ; 

When this eternall fubfiance of my foule 
Did live imprifoned in this wanton fieih, 

I was a Courtier in the Court of Feffe. 

Goodl. Oh well done Cle7}u It is your Miflris 
pleafure 

None come a fhore that’s not well habited. 

Clem, Nay for mine owne part, I hold myfelfe as 
good a Chrillian in thefe cloaths, as the proudeil In- 
fidell of them all 

Enter Alcade and yojjer. 

Alcade. Sir, by your leave, y’are of the Engiiih 
traine 1 

Clem. I am fo thou great Monarch of the Mauri- 
tanians. 

loff. Then tis the Kings command we give you 

al attendance. 
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Clem. Great Seignior of the Sarazens I thanke 
thee. 

Ale. Will you walke in to banquet ^ 

Clem. I will make bold to march in towards your 
banquet, and there comfit my felfe, and caft all cara- , 
wayes downe my throat, the bell way I have to con- 
ferve my felfe in health : and for your countries fake 
which is called Barbery, I will love all Barbers and 
Barberies the better : 

And for you Moores, thus much I meane to fay, 

He fee if Moore I eate the Moore I may. 

Ejiter two Merchmts. 

I. Merck. I pray fir are you of the Englifh 
traine ? 

Clem. Why vrhat art thou my friend % 

1. Mer, Sir, a French merchant runne into re- 
lapfe, 

And forfeit of the Law : heres for you fir 
Forty good Barbery peeces to deliver 
Your Lady this petition, who I heare 
Can all things with the King. 

Clem. Your gold doth bmde me to you : you may 
fee what it is to be a fudden Courtier. I no fooner 
put my nofe into the Court, but my hand itches for a 
bribe already. Whaf s your bufmeffe my friend ? 

2. Mer. Some of my men for a little outrage 
done 

Are fentenc'd to the Gallyes. 

Clein. To the Gallowes % 

2. Mer. No, to the Gallies : now could your Lady 
purchafe 

Their pardon from the King, heres twenty angels I 
Cle?n. What are you fir ? 

2. Mer. A Florentine Merchant. 

Clem. Then you are, as they fay, a Chriflian % 

3. Mer. Heaven forbid elfe. 
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Cle 7 n. I fhould not have the faith to take your gold 
elfe. 

Attend on mee, He fpeake in your behalfe. 

Where be my Bafhawes % vfher vs in flate, Florijh. 
And when we fit to banquet fee you waite. Exit, 

E7iter Spe7icer folus, 

Spe7ic. This day the king afcends his royal! 
throne, 

The honeft Merchant in whofe fhip I came, 

Hath by a cunning quiddit in the Law 
Both ihip and goods made forfeit to the king, 

To whom I will petition. But no more, 

Hee^s now upon his entrance. Hohoyes, 

E7iter the KtTtg^ Be-Qe, Goodlacke^ Eough77ian, Alcade, 
loffer^ with all other Trame, 

Mull, Here feat thee Maid of England like a 
Queene, 

The ftyle weedl give thee, wilt thou daigne us love. 
Beffe, Bleffe me you holy Angels. 

Midi, What ifl offends you Sweet ? 

Speuce, I am amaz'd, and know not what to thinke 
on't. 

Beffe, Captaine, dofl not fee ? Is not that Spencers 
ghoft ? 

Goodl. I fee, and like you I am extafide. 

Spenc. If mine eyes miftake not, 

That fhould be Captaine Goodlacke, and that Befe. 

But oh, I cannot be fo happy. 

Goodl Tis he, and He falute him. 

Bepe, Captaine flay, 

You fhall be fwaide by me. 

Spenc. Him I wel know, but how fhould fhe come 
hither. 

Mull What ifl that troubles you ? 
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Moll mighty king, 

Spare me no longer time, but to bellow 
My Captaine on a meffage. 

MulL Thou lhalt command my filence, and his 
eare. 

BeJje. Goe winde about, and when you fee leall 
eyes 

Are fixt on you, fingle him out and fee 
If we miftake not. If he be the man, 

Give me fome private note. 

GooM. This. 

Beff, Enough. What faid you liighneiTe 1 
MulL Harke what I profer thee. Continue here, 
And grant me full fruition of thy love. 

B^^ Good. 

MulL Thou lhall have all my Peeres to honour 
thee 

Next our great prophet. 

Beffe. Well. 

MulL And when th'art weary of our Sun-burnt 
clime, 

Thy Negro lliall be ballall home with gold. 

Beff, I am eterniz’d ever. 

Now all you fad difallers dare your word, 

I neither care nor feare : my Spencer lives. 

MulL You minde me not fweet Virgin. 

Bej)e, You taike of love. 

My Lord, He tell you more of that hereafter. 

But now to your State-bulineffe : bid him doe thus 
No more, and not be feene till then. 

GoodL Enough: come fir, you mud along with 
me. 

Beff, Now dood a thoufand deaths before my 
face, 

I would not change my cheare, fince Spencer's fafe. 

Enter Clem and the Merchants, 

Clem, By your leave my Maders : roome for Gene- 
rolity. 
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1. Merck, Pray lir remember me. 

2. Mer, Good fir, my fuit. 

CL I am perfect in both your parts without prompt- 
ing. Miftreffe, here are two chriften friends of mine 
hare forfeited lliips and men to the black a Morrian 
king. Now one fweet word from your lips might 
get their releafe. I have had a feeling of the bufmeffe 
already. 

Mid, For dealing in commodities forbid 
Y’ are fin’d a thoufand duckats. 

Beffe, Cafl off the burden of your heavy doome, 
A follower of my traine petitions for him. 

Mull. One of thy traine, fweet Be^e ! 

Clem. And no worfe man then my felfe fir. 

Mull, Well, firrah, for your Ladies fake, 

His fliip and goods fliall be reflor’d againe. 

I Mer, Long live the King of Feffe. 

Clem. Main thou never want fweet water to wafh 
thy blacke face in, mon mighty Monarke of Morocco. 
Minris, another friend, I, and paid before hand. 

Mull. Sirrah, your men for outrage and contempt 
Are doom’d unto the Gallies. 

Befs, A cenfure too fevere for Chrinians. 

Great King, lie pay their ranfome. 

Mid. Thou my Beffc% 

Thy word Oiall be their ranfome, th’are difcharg’d. 
What grave old man is that ? 

loff. A Chrinian Preacher, one that would convert 
Your Moores, and turne them to a new beliefe. 

Mull, Then he fhail die, as wee are king of 
Feffe. 

Bef, For thefe I onely fpake, for him I kneele, 

If I have any grace with mighty Feffe. 

MuL We can deny thee nothing beautious maid, 

A kiffe fhali be his pardon. 

Bef. Thus I pay’t 

Clmi. Mufl your black face be fmooching my 
MifLreffes white lips with a moorian. I would you had 
Mft her a — - 

Ale, ' Ha, how is that fir 1 
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Clem, I know what I fay fir, I would he had kift 
her a 

Aicade, A' what ? 

Clem, A thoufand times to have done him a 
pleafure. 

E,nter Spencer aiid Goodlacke, 

Mull, That kiffe was worth the ranfome of a 
King. 

What’s he of that brave prefence ? 

Beffe, A Gentleman of England, and my friend, 
Doe him fome grace for my fake. 

Mull, Tor thy fake what would not I performe ? 
Hee fliall have grace and honour. lojfer^ goe 
And fee him gelded to attend on us, 

He lhall be our chiefe Eunuch. 

Beffe, Not for ten worlds. Behold great king 
I ftand 

Betwixt him and all danger. Have I found thee % 
Ceaze what I have, take both my fhip and goods, 
Leave nought that’s mine unrified : fpare me him. 
And have I found my Spe?icer I 

Clem. Pleafe your Majellie, I fee all men are not 
capable of honour, what he refufeth, may it pleafe you 
to beflow on me. 

Mull, With all my heart. Goe beare him hence 
Aicade, 

Into our Alkedavy, honour him, 

And let him tafle the razor. 

Cle7n, There’s honour for me. 

Ale. Come follow. 

Clem. No fir, He goe before you for mine honour. 

. Exit 

Spenc, Oh Ihew your felfe renowned king the 
fame 

Fame blazons you : bellow this Maid on me, 

Tis fuch a gift as kingdomes cannot buy : 

She is a prelident of ail true love, 
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And fhall be regiflered to after times, 

That ne’re fhall patteme her. 

GoodL Heard you the ftory of their conilant love, 
*Twould move in you compafTion. 

Rough, Let not intemperate love fway you bove 
pitty, 

That forraigne nation that ne’er heard your name 
May chronicle your vertues. 

Midi, You have wakend in me an heroick fpirit : 
Lull lhall not conquer vertue . Till this hower 
We grac’d thee for thy beauty Englifh woman. 

But now we wonder at thy conftancy. 

Bef Oh were you of our faith, Ide fweare great 
MuUifheg 

To be a god on earth. And lives my Spncer % 

In troath I thought thee dead. 

Spenc, In hope of thee 
I liv’d to gaine both life and libertie. 

Enter Clem running, 

Clem. No more of your honour if you love me. Is 
this your Moorifh preferment to rob a man of his bell 
jewels ? 

MuL Haft thou feene our Alkedavy ? 

Clem, Davy doe you call him ? he may be call’d 
lhavee. I am fure he hath tickled my currant com- 
modity. No more of your cutting honour if you 
love me. 

Mul. All your Hrange fortunes we will heare 
difcourll 

And after that your faire efpoufals grace, 

If you can finde a man of your beliefe 
To doe that gratefull office. 

Spenc. None more fit 
Then this religious and grave Gentleman 
Late refcewed from deaths fentence. 

Preacher, None more proud 
To doe you that poore fervice. 
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Mul Noble Englilliman, 

I cannot fallen bounty to my will^ 

Worthy thy merit, move feme fuite to us. 

Spencer. To make you more renowned great king, 
and us 

The more indebted, theres an Englifhman 
Hath forfeited his Ihip for goods uncullom’d. 

MuL Thy fuite is granted ere it be halfe begg’d, 
Difpofe them at thy pleafure. 

Spenc. Mighty king 
We are your Highneffe fervants. 

Mul. Come beautious Maid, weell fee thee crown’d 
a bride, 

At all our pompous banquets thefe lhall waite. 

Thy followers and thy fervants prefie with gold, 

And not the mean’ft that to thy traine belongs, 

But lhall approve our bounty. Leade in flate, 

And wherefoe’er thy fame lhall be inroll’d, 

The world report thou art a Girle worth gold. 

Explicit A Plus quintuSn 
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To the true favourer of the 
Mufes^ and all good Arts, Thomas 
Hammon^ Efquire, of Graies 
Inne^ &c. 

He firft part of this work I beftowed 
upon your friend Mr. loJm Othow, the 
fecond I have confer’d upon you, both 
being incorporated into one Houfe, and noble 
Societie. The proximitie in your Chambers, 
and much familiar conference, having bred a 
mutuall correfpondencie betwixt you. The 
prime motive inviting me to this Dedication ; 
the much love, and many courtefies reflefting 
upon me from you both : ‘Being the rather 
incouraged thereunto, that though the fubjefl: 
it felf carry no great countenance in the Title, 
yet it hath not onely paft the cenfure of the 
Pkbe and Gcjitrie ; but of the Patricians and 




The Epistle Dedicatorie. 

Pr(Btextat(B : as alfo of our royall Augitjlus and 
Lima. The reafon why I have felefted you my 
Patrons, was to exclude my felf from the num- 
ber of thofe whom Iuve7ial fpeaks, Satyre 7 . 

Scire volunf omiies, mercedem folvere nemo. 

Pleafe yoiu at any of your more leafuPd houres 
to vouchfafe the perufall of thefe Height papers, 
your acceptance fhall be my recompence. Re- 
ceive my wifhes for your earths happineffe in 
millions^ for your heavens bliffe in myriads. 
Taking my leave of you with that in Adelph. 

Nunquam ita 77iagnifice quicquam dicam, 

Id virtue quin fuperct tua. 

Yoursplenally devoted 


Thomas Hey wood. 



To the Reader 


Vrteous Reader^ if thou heejl tired in the firji 
part^ I wotdd not wifh thee to be trcweTd in 
the fecond\ but I hope much better^ and that 
thou didji leave in the laJI, as one that came 
Infie to reji himfelf for that night, onely with 
purpofe to go on with the fecond, as he that rifeth early 
the next mornmg {Jiaving refreflit himfelf) to proceed on 
his journey. By this time you ca7tnot choofe but be 
acquainted with the moft of our Adis, but not with all ; 
afid mo7^e particularly for Spencer and his wcfternc 
Beffe. With thefe Countreymen of ours tn their fellow - 
flip, you have heard the begimimg of their troubles, hut 
are not yet come to the erid of their travells ] in which 
you may accompany tlwti on land, without the prejudice 
of deep wayes, or robbers ; and by Sea, free fi^om the 
danger of rocks or Pirates ; as neither ufing horfe or 
flip, more then this book in thine hand, and thy ckaire 
in thy chafnber. More comple^nent I purpofe 7iof, and 
(I hope) thou expedlefl 7tot. Faf^ewelL 

One Rudious to be thine 
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THE FAIRE MAID 

of the Weft : 

Or, 

A Girle worth Gold. 


The fecond part. 


Enter Tota Mullifliegs wife, 

Tota, 

T mull not, may not, Ihall not be indur’d : 
Left we for this our Countrey? to be 
made 

A meere negledled Lady here in Fejfe^ 

A flave to others, but a fcome to all ? 

Can womanifh ambition, heat of blood, 

Or height of birth brooke this, and not revenge ? 
Revenge % on whom? on mighty MuUiJhbg% 

We are not fafe then ; On the Englifh ftranger % 

And why on hen when thers no apprehenfion 
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That can in tliou 2 :ht pollute her innocence 1 
Yet fomething I inufl doe. What % nothing yet 1 
Nor muft we live negfedled ; I Ihould doubt 
I were a perfedl woman, but degenerate 
From mine owne fex if I fhould fuffer this : 

1 have a thoufand projedls in my braine, 

But can bring none to purpofe. 

Enter Bajhaw loffer. 

lojf. Card your Majeftie 2 
Tota. No, yet 1 thinke I did, be gone, yet flay. 
Will not this mifhapt Embrion grow to forme ? 

Not yet ? nor yet % 

loff, I attend your highneffe pleafure. 

Tota, Tis perfedl, and I ha’te, 

I am ambitious but to thinke upon’t, 

And if it prove as I have fafhiond it, 

I fliall be trophide ever. 
lojf* I wait ML 

Tota. The King no way in perill, fhe fecure, 

None harm’d, all ]5eas’d, I fweetly fatisfied, 

And yet reveng’d at full. Braine, I for this 
Will wreathe thee in a glorious arch of gold, 

Stuck full of Indian gemmes. But Tota., whom 
Wilt thou imploy in this % the Moores are treacherous, 
And them we dare not trufl. 
loff. You neede not mee. 

Tot. Say, wher’s the King ? 
loff: I’th Prefence. 

Tot. How ? 

loff Diflempered late, and flrangely humerous, 
The caufe none can conjedlure. 

Tot Send in his fweet heart, 

And were his owne heart double rib’d with b^raffe, 

Yet fhe would fearch the inmofl of his thoughts. 

No, ’tis not her on whom I build my projedl. 

Is the King upon his entrance ? 
loff Tis thought he is, 
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If fo, this fudden ftrange dillemperature 
Hath not his purpofe altered. 

Tot, You have now leave 
To leave us and attend the King. 

loff. I lhalL 

Tot If any of the Englilh Ladies traine 
Come in your way, you may requefl them hither, 

Say, we would queflion fome things of their countrey. 

loj^. Madam, I lhalL 

Tot Then on to your attendance, what we mufl, 
Weele worke by th’ Englilh, thefe we dare not trufl. 

Enter Clem meeting loffer. 

loff. Tis the Queenes pleafure you attend her. 

Clem, The Queene fpeake with me ? Can you 
tell the bufmeffe ? A murren of thefe barbers of Bar- 
berie, they have given me a receipt, that fcape the 
collicke as well as I can, I lhall be fore never to be 
troubled with the ftone. 

Jog, Yonder fhe walkes. I leave ye. 

Tot Now fir, you are of England % 

Clem, And I thinke you are a witch. 

Tot How firrah % 

Clem, A foolifh proverbe we ufe in our countrey, 
which to give you in other words, is as much as to 
fay, You have hit the naile on the head. 

Tot And fervant to the Englifh Elizabeth^ 

So great in Court by mighty Mullijheg^ 

You follow her ? 

Clem, I mull confelfe I am not her Gentleman 
mlher to goe before her, for that way as the cafe Bands 
with mee now, I can doe her but fmall pleafure, I doe 
follow her. 

Tot. You have feene both nations, England and 
our Eejfe, 

How doe our people differ ? 

Clem, Our countreymen eate and drinke as yours 
doe for all the world, open their eyes when they would 
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fee, and fhut them againe when they would lleepe : 
when they goe they fet one leg before another, and 
gape when their mouth es open, as yours eate when 
they have flomackes, fcratch when it itcheth : onely 
I hold our nation to be the cleanlier. 

Tot Cleanlier, wherein ? 

Clem, Becaufe they never lit downe to meat with 
fuch foule hands and faces. 

Tat But how your Ladies and choice Gentle- 
women % 

Clem, You lhall meete fome of them fometimes as 
frelli as flowers in May, and as faire as my Miflriffe, 
and within an hower the fame Gentlewoman as blacke 
as your felfe, or any of your Morians. 

Tot Can they change faces fo ? not poliible : 

Shew me fome reafon for’t. 

Clem, When they put on their maskes. 

Tot Maskes, what are they ? 

Clem, Pleafe you to put off yours, and He tell 
you. 

Tot We weare none but that which nature hath 
beftowed on us, and our births give us freely. 

Clem, And our Ladies weare none but what the 
Ihops yeeld, and they buy for their money. 

Tot CanH thou be fecret to me Englifhman ? 

Clem, Yes, and chall too, I have tane a medicine 
ior’t. 

Tot, Be fixt to me in what I lhall employ tHee, 
Conflant and private unto my defignes. 

More grace and honour I will do to thee, 

Then ere thou didH receive from MullUheg, 

Clem, Grace and honour? his grace and honour was 
to take away fome part, and Ihe would honour me to 
take away all : He fee you damn’d as deep as the 
black father of your generation the devill firll. 

Tot Miflake me not 

Clem, Nay if you were with childe with a young 
princely devill, and had a minde to any thing that’s 
Ixere, Ide make you lofe your longing. 
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Tot Sure this fellow is fome fot. 

Cle7n. Grace and honour, quotha. 

Enter Ruffman. 

Ruff. How now Clein^ whither in fuch pofl hail % 
Clem. There, if you will have any grace and 
honour, you may pay fort as deare as I have done ; 
’sfoot I have little enough left, I would faine carry 
home fomething into my own’ countrey. 

Ruff Why, whaf s the matter % I prethee flay. 
Clem. No, Lieutenant you fhail pardon me, not I, 
the room is too hot for me : He be gone, do you flay 
at your own periil : He be no longer a prodigall, He 
keep what I have. 

Exit Clem. 

Tot. This fhould have better fenfe, He next prove 
him. 

Ruff. Excufe me mighty Princeffe, that my bold- 
neffe 

Hath preft thus far into your privacies. 

Tot You no way have offended ; nay, come 
neare, 

We love to grace a flranger. 

Ruff Twas my ignorance, 

And no pretended boldneffe. 

Tot I have obferved you 
To" be of fome command araongfl the Englifh, 

Nor make I queflion but that you may be 
Of fair revennues. 

Ruff. A pocre Gentleman. ^ 

Tot Weei make thee rich ; fpend that. 

Ruff Your graces bounty 
Exceeds what merit can make good in me : 

I am your highneffe fervant 
Tot Let that jewell 
Be worne as our high favour^ 

Ruff. ^Sfoot I think 
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This Queen’s in love with me. Madam, I fliall. 

Tot. If any favour I can do in Court 
Can make you further gracious, fpeak it freely ; 

What power we have is yours. 

Ruff, Doubtleffe it is fo, and I am made for 
ever. 

Tot, Nay wee fhall take it ill 
To give our felves fo amply to your knowledge, 

And you not ufe us. 

Rfff' Vfe us, now upon my life fhee’s caught ; 
What, courted by a Queene ? a royal! Princeffe ; 
Where were your eyes Be^e,, that you could not fee 
Thefe hidden parts and mifleries, which this Queene 
Hath in my fhape obferved % ’tis but a fortune 
That I was borne to, and I thanke heaven fort. 

Tot. May I trufl you ? 

Ruff. With your life, with your honour. 

He be as private to you as your heart 

Within your bofome, clofe as your owne thoughts. 

He bragge of this in Rngtandy that I once 
Was favourite to a Queene, my royall miftris. 

Tot. If what you have already promifed youle 
make good, 

He prove fo. 

Riff. Madam, let this, 

Tot. What ^ 

Ruff This kiffe. 

Tot. This foole, this affe, this infolent gull. 

Ruff. Why, did not your grace ineane plainely 1 
Tot. In what, hr ? 

Ruff. Did you not court me 1 
Tot. How, that face*? 

Thinkefl thou I could love a Monkey, a Babone ? 
Know, were I mounted in the height of lufl, 

And a mere proflitute, rather then thee 
Ide imbrace, one, name but that creature 
That thou dofl thinke moll odious. 

Ruff. Pardon me, Lady, 

I humbly take my leave. 



or^ a Girle worth gold, 345 

Tot, Have I given you your defcription I pray, 
fir, 

Be fecret in ’t. 

Ruff, I fhall be loath, to tell it, 

Or publifh it to any. 

Tot, Yet you are not gone : Know then you have 
incur’ d 

The Kings wrath firft, our high difpleafure next. 

The leafl of which is death ; yet will you grow 
More neare to us, and prove loyall unto my prefent 
purpofes 

I will not onely pardon you what’s paft 
But multiply my bounties. 

Ruff, J am your prifoner. 

Tot, Be free, ther’s nothing can be cal’d offence, 
But that in thee we pardon. 

Ruff, I am fafl. 

Tot, And yet a free man : I am injur’d highly, 
And thou muil aide me in my jufl revenge. 

Ruff, Were it to combate the moft valiantfl 
Moore 

That ever Feffe^ Morocko, or Arglers bred, 

I for your fake would doe it. 

Tot, We feeke nor blood, 

Nor to expofe thee to the leaft ot danger : 

I am mod ell, and what I dare not trufl my owne 
tongue with, 

Or thoughts. He bouldly give unto thine eares, 

Lift : Do you fhake your head, fay. Is ’t done al- 
ready ? 

Ruff Wrong njy friend 1 

Tot, Doe you cafl* doubts or dangers'? Is 'not 
our life, 

Our honour all in your hand, and will you lavifh us, 
Or fcant that bounty ‘fjiould crowne you with ex- 
ceffe. ** 

Ruff He paufe upon ’t 

Tot, Is not your life ours by your infolence “? 
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Have not we power to take it % 

Ruff, Say no more, lie doe it 
Tot, But may I hope. 

Ruff. I have call all doubts, and know how it may 
be compafl. 

Tot. I'her’s more gold, your lecrefie that’s all I 
crave. 

Ruff. To prove my felfe in this juft caufe I 
have, 

An honed man, or a pernicious knave. 

Tot, Take the advantage of this night. 

Ruff, I fhall expedl faire end, 

All doubts are call. 

Tot, So make a Queen thy friend. Recorders. 

Enter MulUJheg^ loffer., and Alcade^ Spencer^ Goodlack, 
Beffe^ a7id the rejl. 

MuL All mufick’s harfh, command thefe difcords 
ceafe, 

For we have war within us. 

Beffe. Mighty King, 

What is T offends your liighneffe 1 
MuL Nothing Beffe : 

Yet all things do : Oh, what did I beflow, 

When I gave her away. 

Beffe. The Queen attends you. 

Mull, Let her attend. 

ToL I, King, negledled ffill, 

My juff revenge ihall wound, altliough not kill. 

Mull, I was a traitor to my own defires, 

To part with her fo fleightiy ; what, no means 
To alter thefe proceedings % 

Spence, Strange diffurbances. 

Goodl. What might the projedl be ? 

Ak. May it pleafe your Highneffe, fliall the Mask 
go forward, 

That was intended to grace this joviall night % 
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Mull. Weell have none, Let it be treafon held 
To any man that lhall but name our pleafure, 

Or that vain word, delight ; The more I gaze, 

The more I furfet ; and the more I drive 
To free me from thefe fires, I am deeper wrapt : 

In flames I burne. 

Spence, Your difcontent, great Prince, takes from 
us all 

The edge of mirth : thefe nuptiall ioyes that fhould 
Have fweld our fouls with all the fweet varieties 
Of apprehenfive wifiies, with your fadneffe 
Grows dull and leaden : they have loll their talle 
In this your difcontent all pleafures lofe their fweet- 
neffe, 

Bejj, Mighty Feffe^ 

Hath any ignorant negledl in us 
Bred thefe diflurbances ? 

MulL Offence and you 
Are like the warring elements, oppos’d. 

And Feffe^ why a king, and not command thy plea- 
fure ? 

Is fhe not within our kingdome 1 nay, within our 
palace. 

And therefore in our power : is fhe alone 
That happineffe that I defire on earth ^ 

Which fince the heavens have . given up to mine 
hands, 

Shall I defpife their bounty 1 and not rather 
Run through a thoufand danger's to enjoy, 

Their prodigall favours ? dangers ? tufh, ther’s none : 
We are here amidfl our people, walFd with fubjedls 
round, 

And danger is our flave : befides, our war 
Is with weak woman. Oh, but I have fwora 
And feal’d to her fafe condudl*; What of that ? 

Can a king fweare againfl his own defires, 

Whofe welfare is the finews of his Realm ? 

I fhould commit high treafon gaitifl my felf. 

Not to do that might give my foul content, 
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And fatisfie my appetite with fulneffe. 

Alcade. 

Alcad, My lord. 

MulL Rides the Englilh Negro flill within our 
harbour % 

Alcad, Some league from land. 

MulL Left that thefe Englilh Ihould attempt 
efcape, 

Now they are laden fully with our bounties, 

Cah thou a watchfull eye upon thefe two. 

Altai, I fhail. 

Mull, I know their loves fo fervent and entire, 
They will not part afunder, (he leave him, 

Or he without her make efcape to fea. 

Then while the one’s in fight our hopes are fafe. 

Be that thy charge. 

Alcad, He be an Argus ohe them. 

GoodL Vnleffe the King be hill in love with 
Bejje, 

Repenting him of their late manage, 

Tis beyond wonder to calculate thefe flormes. 

Mull, How goes the hower ? 

Alcad, About feme fower. 

Mul. We rofe too foon Bejj-e from your nuptiall 
feahs, 

Something we tailed made us flomack fick, 

But now we finde a more contentful! change. 

Beff, Your funfhine is our day. 

MuL Difpofe your felves 
All to your free defires \ to dancing fome, 

Others to mount our flately Barberie horfe, 

So famous through the world for fwift carere 
Stomack, and fierie pace. Thofe that love arms, 
Mount for the tilt : this day is yours, to you tis confe- 
crate. 

He commits treafon in the higheh degree, 

Whofe cloudy brow dares the leafl tempefl fhew 
To croffe what we intend ; pleafure fhali fpring 
From us to flow on you. - 
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AIL Long live the King. 

Exeunt Manet Goodlack. 

MulL To your free paftimes ; leave us. Captain, 
flay. 

Captain, I read a fortune in thy brow. 

More then the flight prefage of augurie, 

Which tells me thou, and onely thou art mark’t 
To make me earthly bleft. 

Goodl. That I can do’t? 

MulL It lies in thee to raife thy ruin’d fortunes 
As high as is a Viceroy’s, wreathe thy front 
Within a circled piramis of gold. 

And to command in all our territories, 

Next to our perfon. 

GoodL Golden promifes. 

MulL Our words are adls, our promifes are deeds, 
We do not feed with ayre : it lies in thee, 

We two may grapple fouls, be friends and brothers. 
Goodl, Teach me how. 

MulL I do not find thee comming : in thy looks 
I cannot fpie that frefh alacritie. 

Which with a glad and fprightfull forwardnefie, 

Should meet our love half way. 

Goodl. You wonder me. 

MulL No, thou art dull, or fearfull, fare thee well, 
Thou hadft a fate lade up to make thee chronicled 
In thy own Countrey, but thou wilt bafely lofe it, 

Even by thine own negledl. 

Goodl. Forefpeak me not, 

The Sun nere met the fummer with more joy 
Then I’d embrace my fortunes ; but to you, 

Great king, to whom I am fo greatly bound, 

I’de purchas’t with a danger fhould fright earth, 
Aflonilh heaven, and make all hell to tremble ; 

I am of no fhrinking temper. 

MulL Proue but as wife as thou art bould and 
valiant, 

And gain me wholly to thee, half thou hafl already ^ 
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Purchall by this bold anfwer ; but perform 
The reft, and we are all and onely thine. 

GoodL Shew me the way 
To gain this royall purchafe, if I do’t not. 

Divide me from your prefence, from your grace, 

And all thofe glorious hopes you have propos’d 
Turne into fcorns and fcandalls. 

MulL I am dull, 

And drowfie on the fudden : whilfl I lleep, 

Captain, read there. 

He counterfets fleep^ and gives him a letter. 
GoodL To make Beffe mine fome fecret means devife., 
To thy own height and heart Ik make thee 
rife. 

Is not this ink the blood of Bafilifks, 

That kills me in the eies, and blindes me fo, 

That I can read no further : ’twas compos’d 
Of Dragons poyfon, and the gall of Afpes, 

Of Serpents venome, or of Vipers flings, 

It could not read fo harfh elfe : Oh my fate ; 

Nothing but this ? this ? Had a parliament 
Of fiends and furies in a fynod fat, 

And devis’d, plotted, parked, and contriv’d, 

They fcarce could fecond this ; This 1 ’tis unparallel’d : 
To jilrumpet a chaft Lady, injure him 
That rates her honour dearer then his life. 

T’ imploy a friend in treafons gainfb his friend, 

And put that friend to do’t : t’ impofe on me 
The hatefull flile and blot of pandarifme, 

That am a Gentleman : nay, worfe then this, 

Make me in this a traytor to my countrey, 

In giving up their honours : Who but a Moor, 

Of all that beares mans fhape, likefl a devill, 

Could have devis’d this horrour ? Pofiible 
That he fhouid mark out me 1 What does my face 
Prognoflicate, that he fhouid finde wnt there 
An index of fuch treafons ? But beware, 

’Twas his own plot, I, and his cunning too : 
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He adde that to his projedl : but a Yiceroy, 

And a kings Minion, titles that will fhadow 
Ills the moH bafe and branded. Not to do it 
May purchafe his difpleafure, which can be 
No leffe then death or bondage : heer’s propos'd 
Honour and peril!. But what writes he further ; 

We are impatient of delay es^ this night 
Let it be done, 

I am doubtfull of my purpofe^ 

And can refoive of nothing. 

Mulhjheg Jiarts out of his chaire as from a dream. 
Mull, If he fail, 

He have his flefh cut fmali as winters fnow 
Or fummers attorns. 

Goodl, Ha, was that by us ? 

Mull. Where was I % Oh, I dream't upon the 
fudden, 

How fall was I. 

Goodl, A faire warning 'twas, have you the cun- 
ning 

To fpeak your thoughts in dreams ? 

Mull, Who's i’th next room % 

Goodl. My lord. 

Midi. My Captain, was it thou ? 

Sleep did furprife my fenfes, worthy friend. 

And in my dreams I did remember thee. 

Goodl, How, me my lord ? 

Mull, Me thought I had emploid thee in a bufi- 
neffe. 

In which thou wert or fearful!, or elfe falfe, 

At which I was fo overcome with rage, 

' That from my dreams I flarted. 

Goodl, Seamen fay, 

When Halcions fmg, look for a Horrae that day ; 
Ther’s death in my denial!. 

Mull, Did you read, 

The fcrowl we gave you Captain, ther's wrapt up 
A thoufand honours for thee, and more gold 
Then xliciildf!: thou lix’e a double NePfrs age. 
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Thou couldft finde waies to lavifh. 

GoodL Add to your work a bufmeffe of more 
danger, 

That I may think me worthy, otherwife 
This height employment will but prize me low 
And of defertleffe merit. 

MulL Think’fl thou Captain 
It may be eafily compall % 

Qoodl. Dare you truft me 1 
MulL I dare. 

GoodL Then know, befides to dare and can, 

I will, though work beyond the power of man, 

He fet my brains in adlion. 

MulL Noble friend, 

Above thy thoughts our honours fhall extend. 

GoodL I am not to be fhaken. 

MulL Where be our Eunuchs 1 
Wee’l crown our hopes and wifhes with more pomp 
And fumptuous coil, then Priam did his fons, 

That night he bofom’d Hellen ; Ihee’s as fair, 

And wee’l command our pomp to be as rare. 

Wee will have torches fhall exceed the flars 
In number and in brightneffe : we will have 
Rare change of mufick fhrill and high, 

That fhall exceed the fpheres in harmonic. 

The jewels of her habit lhall refledl, 

To daze all eyes that ihall behold her flate. 

Our treafure fhall like to a torrent rufh 
Streams of rewards, richer than Tagus fands, 

To make thefe Englifh ftrangers fwim in gold. 

In Wilde Moriskoes we will lead the bride : 

And when with full fatieties of pleafures 
We are dull and fatiate, at her radiant eyes 
Kindle frefh appetite, fince they afpire, 

T’ exceed in brightneffe the high orbs of fire. 

Make this Night mine, as we are King of Fefje^ 

TK art Viceroy, Captain. Pxll MulUJIieg, 

GoodL Make my eflate much leffe. 

And my attempts more honourable: honour and 
vertue, 
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To rae feem things in oppofition : 

Nor can we with fmall danger catch at one, 

But we muft lofe the other. Oh my brain, 

In what a labyrinth art thou ? Say I could 
Be falle, as he would make me ,* what device ^ 

What plot ? what train have I to compaffe it I 
Or with what face can I follicite her, 

In treafon towards my friend ? 

Enter Ricffjnan. 

Ruff, I am to follicite Spencer 
To he with the Moors Queen \ a bufmeile, Bege 
Will hardly thank me for : but howfoever 
I have undertane it. 

Good!, Impoffibilities all ; the more I wade, 

The more I drown in weakneffe. 

Ruff, Captain. 

GoodL Oh Lieutenant, 

Never was man perpiext thus. 

Rziff. What, as you? 

Had you but my dihurbance in your brain, 

’Twould tax a Stoicks wit, or Oedipus. 

Why Captain, a whole fchool of Sophiflers 
Could not unriddle me. 

GoodL I would we might change bufineffe. 

Ruff I would give boot fo to be rid of mine. 
GoodL Shall we be free and open breailed ? 

Ruff, How ? 

GoodL As thus j 

Tell me thy grievances, and unto thee 
I will unvail my bofome : both difclos’d 
He beg in mine thy counfell and affiftance, 

Thy caufe fhall mine command. 

Ruff A Heart, a hand. 

GoodL I am to woo fair Beffe to lie with MulU’- 
fheg, 

Ruff And I woo Spencer to embrace the Queen. 
GoodL Is’t poffible % 


A A 
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Ruff. *Tis more then poffible, ’tis abfolutely pall. 
Good!. Ther’s not a hair to chofe, canll counlell 
me ? 

Rz(f. Can yon advife me 1 
GoodL I am pall my wits. 

Ruff. And I beyond all fenfe. 

Goodl. Wouldft thou do’t, here lay the way plain 
before thee. 

Ruff. What, for gold 

Betray my friend and countrey, would you Captain ? 

Goodl. What and wear a fword 
To guard my honour and a Chriftians faith, 

I’de flefh it here firft. 

Ruff Nobly refolued. 

Goodl. We are not fafe Lieutenant, Moors are 
trecherous. 

Nay come, thy counfell, Fejfe hath proferd me 
The honour of a Viceroy ; and withall, 

If I fhould fail performance, cunningly 
Hath threatned me with death. 

Ruff. You ftill propofe 
The danger, but you Ihew no way to clear them. 

Goodl. Brain, let me waken thee, s’foot hall thou 
no projedl? dofl thou pertake my dulneffe ? 

Ruff. The more I flrive, the more I am intangled. 
Goodl. And I too. Not yet ? 

Rtff. Nor yet, nor ever. 

Goodl. ’Twas comming here, and now again ’tis 
vanilht 

Rtff CaFt back again for heavens fake. 

Goodl. Again. 

Ruff. Thanks heaven. 

Goodl. And now again ’tis gone. 

Ruff. Can you not catch faft hold on’t t 
Goodl. Give me way, 

Let’s walk Lieutenant : Could a man propofe 
A llratagem to gull this lullfuil Moor, 

To fupply him, and then to fatiate her 1 
Riff. Good. 
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GoodL Next, out of all thefe dangers fecure us, 
And keep our treafure fafe. 

Buff, 'Twere excellent 

GoodL But how lhall this be done ? 

Buff, Why Captain, know not you ? 

GoodL Think^H thou it in the power of man to 
work it % 

Yet come, He try, I owe my fate a death, 

Be fwaid by me in all things. 

Buff, Noble Captain, 

I do not wilh to outlive thee. 

Explicit A dlus primus. 


A£ius fecunduSy Scena prima. 


Enter Spencer, Befe, and Clem, 

Spencer, 

T He King was wondrous pleafant : Oh my Beffe, 
How much am I indebted to his highneffe, 
Onely for gracing thee, 

Beffe, Could my Spencer 
Think that a barbarous Moor could be fo train’d 
In humain vertues ? 

Clem, Fie upon’t : I am fo tir’d with dancing with 
thefe fame black ihee-chimney-fweepers, that I can 
fcarce fet the bell leg forward, they have fo tir’d me 
with their Morifcoes, and I have fo tickled them with 
our Countrey dances, Sellengers round, and Tom Tiler : 
we have fo fiddled it, 

Spenc, Sirrah, what news will you tell to your 
friends when you return into England, 


A A 2 
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Clem. Brave news, which though I can neither 
write nor read, yet I have committed them to my 
tables and the reft of my memory. 

Spenc. Let’s heare fome of your novelties. 

Clem. Firft and foremoft I - have obferved the wif- 
dome of thefe Moors, for fome two dayes fince being 
invited to one of the chief BaJJiaws to dinner, after 
meat, fitting by a huge fire, and feeling his ftiins to 
burn, I requefted him to pull back his chaire, but he 
very imderftandingly fent for three or four Mafons and 
removed the chimney : the fame Morian intreated me 
to lie with him, and I according to the ftate of my 
travells, willing to have a candle burning by, but he 
by no meanes would grant it; I ask’t him why ? No, 
fayes he, weell put out the light that the fleas may not 
know where to finde us. 

Enter Goodlack and Ruffman. 

Spenc. No ftorm at fea could be fo tyranous, 

Nor half th’ affright beare in his forehead bare, 

As I fpie in that look. 

Beffe. Let not your looks prefage more terrours 
then 

Your tongues can fpeak ; out with’t at once Lieu- 
tenant, 

Spenc. Captain fpeak. 

GoodL W’are all loft. 

Rujf. All fhipwrak’t. 

Clem. Are we afhore, and fhall wee be caft away % 

Spenc. Great Mtillijheg is royall. 

GoodL Falfe to you. 

BeJ)e. Gratious and kinde. 

RuJf. Difloyall to us all, 

Spenc. Wrap me not in thefe wonders worthy 
friend, 

The very doubt of what the danger is. 

Is more then danger can be. 

Bepf, Be it death, 
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So we may dye together : hecr’s a heart 
Fear never could aiFright. 

GoodL The king ftill loves your Bejje, 

Spenc, Ha ? 

Ruff, The Queen your Spencer. 

Beff How? 

GoodL This night he muH enjoy her. 

Rtcff And Ihe him. 

Spenc. A thoufand deaths are in that word con- 
triv’d. 

He make my paffage through the blood of kings, 
Rather then fufifer this. 

, Beff. I through hell, 

Or were there place more dangerous. 

GoodL Elfe all die. 

Clem. Die, ’sfoot this is worfe then being made an 
Eunuch as I was. 

Spenc. We have yet life, and therefore cherifh 
hope. 

GoodL All hopes are banifht in the deep abyffe 
Of our perplexed thoughts. 

Ruff. Ail things run retrograde. 

Beff. Why Captain % why Lieutenant ? had you the 
skill 

To bring my fhip thus far, to wrack her here % 

Pall you the Ocean, to perifh in the harbour ? 

Thou, Tom Goodlack., wert ever true and juft 
To my defignes, and canft thou fail rne now ? 

GoodL • I ftudie for you. 

Bef). Hall thou brought me but 
To fee my Spencers fhadow, and not enjoy 
The fubflance : for what more have I yet had 
From him, then from his pidlure that once hung 
In my Chamber. Gentlemen, amongfl you all 
Refcue an innocent maid from violence : 

Or do but fay it cannot be prevented : 

I begin, he that befl loves me follow. 

Spenc. '\¥hat means Beffe ? 

GoodL If it could be fafhion’d to my thoughts, 
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And have fuccefle, ’twere brave. 

Spenc, What, noble friend ? 

'GoodL To thrive but as we purpofe. 

Spence, Have you way 1 

GoodL ’Tis but a defperate courfe; and if it 
fail 

The worft can be but death : and I, even I, 

That laid the plot, will teach them how to dye. ' 

He lead them on. 

Spenc, If thou haft any projedl. 

Beff, loy or comfort 

Ruff. And if not comfort, counfelL 

GoodL Say it thrive % 

Spenc, What Captain ? what 1 
GoodL Youl rip it from the wombe 
Ere it be fully hatch’t now : 

If it profper but to my defire and wilhes, 

’Twere admirable. 

Spenc, No longer hold us in fufpence, good Cap- 
tain, 

But free us from thefe fears. 

GoodL You noble friend, 

This night cafl gracious eyes upon the Queen : 

Beff, And prove to me difloyall ? 

GoodL Still you croTe me, 

And make the birth abortive. You fair Beffe, 

With araourous favours entertain the Kung. 

Spenc, And yeeld her feif to his intemperate 
luil^ 

GoodL You Hill prevent me ; either give me way 
To thew you light unto your liberties, 

Or Hill remain in darkneffe. 

Ruff Heare him out. 

GoodL You footh the Queen, lie flatter with the 
King,^ 

Let’s promife fayre on both Tides ; fay, kis done • 

Ail to, their own defires. 

Spenc, The event of this ? 

GoodL A happy fireedome, with a fafe efcape 
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Vnto our Ihip this night 
. Beff. Oh, could this be. 

Goodl. Fortune affifls the valiant and the bold, 
Weell bid fare for’t I had forgot my felf, 

Wher’s Clem 1 

Clem. Noble Captain. 

Goodl. Poll to the Ihip, bid Forfet man the long 
Boat 

With ten good Musketiers, and at a watchword, 

If we can free our paffage, take us in. 

Nay make halle, one minuts flay is death. 

Clem. I am gone in a twinkling. 

Goodl. To compaffe the Kings fignet ; then to 
command 

Our paffage, fcape the gates and watches too : 

For that I have brain. The King’s upon his en- 
trance ; 

Howers wafl, revells come on, 

A thoufand projedls of death, hopes, and fears, 

Are warring in my bofome, and at once. 

Eye you the Queen, and humour you the King ; 

Let no diflall nor difcontented brow 
Appeare in you : their lull lie make the ground, 

To fet all free, or keep your honour found. 

Difperfe, the King’s on comming. Flourijk. 

Enter Mullijheg., Tota, Iqffei\ afid Alcade. 

Mull We confecrate this evening, beautious 
Bride, 

Tohh honour of your nuptialls, — Is all done ? 

Goodl. Done. 

Tot. Is he ours % 

Ruff. Yours. 

Tot. And wee ever thine. 

Goodl. I, and fo call, that Ihe Ihall grafp you 
freely, 

And think fhe hugs her Spencer. 

Ruff. And when he bofoms you, thinkes he im 
folds 
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His lovely Beffe. 

Tot, Thou niak^fl a Queen thy fervant 
GoodL Your highneffe Signet to command our 
paffage from chamber to chamber. 

Midi ’Tis there. 

GoodL The word. 

MulL ’Tis MtdliJJieg. 

GoodL This muft bring us fafe aboard. 

AiulL We keep the Bride 
Too long from refl now, Ihe is free for bed. 

Tot. Pleafe her to accept it, 

In honour of her beauty, this night He do her any 
fervice. 

Beffe. Mighty princeffe, 

Excufe my breeding from fuch arrogance, 

And overbold prefumption, you nor yours 
Can owe me any duty : Tis befides 
The fafhion of our countrey, not to tniH 
The fecrets of a nuptiall night like this. 

To the eyes of any flranger. 

Tot. At your pleafure. 

Beft, With our firfl nights unlacing, mighty 
Queen, 

We dare not truft our husbands, Tis a modeflie 
Our Englilh maids profeffe. 

MulL Keep your own cufLomes as you fhall think 
befl, 

So for this night we leave you to your refl. 

Tot Remember. 

Ruff. HTs writ here, 

MulL Captain. 

Exeunt, Manet Goodlack, 

GoodL I am faft, 

Now is my task in labour, and is plung’d 
In thoufand throes of childebirth, dangerous it is 
To deal where kings affaires are quefliond, 

Or may be parled. But whaf s he fo bafe. 

That would not all his utmoft powers extend, 
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For freedome of his countrey and his friend. 

When all the Court is filent, funk in dreams, 

Then mufl my fpirits awake. By this the King 
H’as tane his leave of bride and bridegroome too : 
And th’ amorous Queen longs for fome happy news 
From Ruffman^ as great Feffe expedts from us. 

My friend and Beffe wrapt in a thoufand fears, 

To finde my plot in adlion : and it now 
Mufl take new life : aufpitious fate thy aide, 

To guard the honour of this Englifh maid. Exit 

Enter Rufffnan ujhuring the Queen. 

Rujf. Tread foft, good Madam, 

Tot Is this the Camber. 

Ruff. He bring him inflantly. 

He thinks this bed provided for his Beffe^ 

And that fhe lodges here, while fhe poore foul 
Embraceth nought but ayre. 

Tot Thou mak^H a Queen thy fervant 
Ruff Beware, be not too loud left that your 
tongue 
Betraies you. 

Tot. Mute as night. 

As filent and as fecret. Wrongs fhould be 
Paid with wrongs, for lo indeed ’tis meet, 

My juft revenge, though fecret yet ’tis fweet. 

Halle time, and haft our bounty. 

Ruff Queen I fliall. 

So now were we all fafe and in our Negro fhipt, 
Mighffl thou lie there till dooms day, luftfull Queen. 

Exit. 


Enter Goodlack and the King. 

Goodl. My lord the cullpme is in England Hill 
For maids to go to bed before their husbands, 

It faves their cheek from many a modeft blulh. 
King. And in the dark. 
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Good!. We ufe it for the mofl part. 
lang. Soft may their bones lie in their beds of 
alhes 

That brought this cuftome into England fird. 

Good/. This is the place where Beffe expedls her 
Spencer, 

King, Thou Viceroy of Argiers, for Captain, that 
Is now thy title : thou had won a King, 

To be thy bread companion. 

Good/, Not too loud. 

Why enters not your highneffe ? you are fafe. 

King, With as much joy as to our prophets red. 
But what thinks Spencer of this % 

Good/, I have fliifted in her place 
A certain Moor, whom I have hir’d for money, 

Which (poore foul) he entertains for Beffe, 

King, My excellent friend. 

Good/, Beware of conference, led your tongue 
reveals 

What this fafe darkneffe hides. 

King, I am all filent 
Oh, thou contentful! night, into thy arms, 

Of all that ere I taded, fweeted and bed, 

I throw me, more for pleafure then for red. 

Exit King, 

Good/, One fury clafpe another, and there beget 
Young devills between you : fo fair Beffe be fafe. 

I have here the kings fignet, this will yeeld us 
Way through the court and city, Beffe being mask’t, 
How can Ihe be difcride, when none fufpeft, 

Our flight this day not dream’t on ; now to execute 

What was before purpos’d, which if it fpeed, 

lie fay the heavens have in our fates agreed. Exit, 

Enter Beffe, Spencer, and Ruffman, 

Spenc, How goes the night? 

Ruff, Tis fome two howers from day. 

Beffe, Yet no news from the Captain. 
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Ruff. I have done a Midwives part, I have brought 
the Queen to bed, I could do no more. 

Enter Goodlack. 

Spenc. The Captain is come. 

Beffe. Thy news. 

GoodL All fafe, faith wench, I have put them to it 
for a fmgle combate, I have left them at it. 

Beffe. King and Queen. 

GoodL The fame. 

Ruff Now for us. 

GoodL I, ther’s all the danger, therms one Balhaw 
Whofe eye is fixt on Spencer, and he now 
Walks e’ne before our lodging. 

Beffe. Then what’s paft, 

Is all yet to no purpofe. 

GoodL He and I 

May freely paffe the Court : and you fair Beffe, 

I would difguife : but then for Spencer ? 

Beffe. Why that’s the main of all all without his 
freedome 

That we can aime at’s, nothing. 

Spenc. It Ihall be thus, which alter none that loves 
me. 

With this fignet you three Ihall paffe to ’th fbip 
Whil’fL I’me in fight Ihe will not be fufpedled : 

My efcape, leaue to my own fair fortunes. 

Beffe. How that ? 

Spenc. Through twenty Bafhaws I will hew my 
way 

But I will fee thee e’re morning. 

Beffe. Think’fl thou Spencer 
That I will leave thee ? thinkfl thou that I can ? 

Thou main as well part body from the foul, 

As part us now : It is our wedding night, 

Would’n now divide us 1 

Spenc. Yeeld to times neceffities, 

And to our nridt difaners. 
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GoodL Words are vain, 

We now mull cleave to adlion : our flay’s death. 
And if we be not quick in expedition, 

We all perilh. 

Spenc. Beffe^ be fwaid. 

Beffe. To go to fea without thee, 

And leave thee fubjedl unto a tyrants cruelty ? 

He dye a thoufand deaths firft. 

Spenc, Firfl fave one. 

And by degrees the reft. When thou haft paft 
The perills of this night, I am half fafe, 

But whilft thou art ftill invirond, more then better 
Half of my part’s indanger’d. 

GoodL Talk your felves 
To your deaths, do : will you venter forth ? 

Leave me to the Bafliaw. 

Rtiff. Or me, He buffet with him for my paffage. 
Spenc. Neither, in what 1 purpofe I am conftant. 
Condudl her fafe ; th’ advantage of the night 
He take for my efcape : and my fweet Beffe^ 

If in the morning I behold thee not 
Safe within my Negro, be affur’d 
I am dead. Nay, now delaies are vain. 

Beffe, Sir, did you love me, 

You would not flay behinde me. 

Spenc, He ha’t lo. 

Gentlemen, be charie of this jewell 
That throws herfelf into the armes of night, 

Vnder your condudl. If I live, my B^e^ 

To morrow He not fail thee. 

Bepfe, And if thou dieft to morrow, be affur’d 
To morrow He be with thee. 

Spenc, Shall thy love 
, Betray us all to death. 

Beffe, Well, I will go, 

But if thou doft mifcary, think the Ocean 
To be my Bride-bed, 

Spenc. Heaven for us, 

That power that hath preferv’d us hitherto, 
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Will not let’s fink now. And, brave gentlemen, 

Of the Moors bounty beare not any thing 
Vnto our fhip, left they report of us, 

We fled by night and rob’d them. 

GoodL Nobly refolv'd. 

Spenc. Now embrace and part ; and my fweet 

This be thy comfort gainft all future fears, 

To meet in mirth that now divide in tears : 

Farewell He back into my chamber. 

Beffe. Can I part with life 
In more diftradled horrour ? 

Goodl, You fpoil all 
That we before have plotted. 

Will you mask your fel'f, and to the Porter firfl, 

Ho, Porter. 


Enter Porter » 

Porter, Who calls ? 

Goodl, One from the King. 

Porter, How lhall I know that ? 

Goodl, This token be your ■ warrant, behold his 
fignet 

Porter. That’s not enough, the Word. 

Goodl. MMlliJheg, 

Port, Paffe freely: fome weighty bufmeffe is in 
hand 

That the kings fignet is abroad fo late ; 

But no matter, this is my difcharge, He to my refl. 

Exit Porter, 


Enter Alcade, 

Alcad, I much fufpedl, 

Thefe Engliflr ’mongft themfelves are treacherous : 
I have obferv’d, the king had conference with the 
Captain : many whifperings and paffages I have ob- 
ferved, but that which makes me moft fufpedl is, 
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becaufe the King hath removed his lodging, and it 
may be to proflitude the Englilh Maid : Ha, fufpe6l 
laid I ; nay, examine things exadlly, and ’tmuil needs 
be fo, the King is wondrous bountifull, and what i’fl 
gold cannot Troth I could even pitty the poore for- 
lorn Englilhman, who this night muft be forc’t lie 
alone^ and have the king talle to him. 

Efiter Sj^eficer, 

Spenc, Sure this Moore hath been made private to 
the Kings intents, which if I finde, He make him the 
inflrument for me to paffe the Court gates. This 
man, whofe office was to keep me, lhall be the onely 
means to free me. 

Alcad. On his marriage night, and up at this 
hower ? nay, if I once fufpedt, ’tis as firme as if it 
were confirmed by Alkaron^ or Mahomet himfelf had 
fworn it : 

He fport my felf with his diftafl and forrow. 

Spenc, Thus abus’d. 

Akad. What up fo late and on your bridall night 
When you fhould lie lul’d in the fall imbrace 
Of your fair MiflrilTe. I hope I have given’t him 
foundly. 

Spenc. s’ poffible, 

To lodge my bride in one place, and difpofe me 
To a wrong chamber : fhe not once fend to me. 

That I might know to finde her. 

Alcad, Excellent. 

Nay, if I once fufpedl, it never fails. 

Spenc, He not tak’t 

At th’ hands of an Empreffe, much leffe at hers. 

Alcad. Why whaf s the bufineffe, Sir % Oh, I gueffe 
the caufe of your griefe. 

Spenc, And Sir, you may, but He be reveng’d. 
Akad. Troth and I would. 

Spenc. He bofome fome body, 

Be it the common’ll Curtezan in Feffe^ 



367 


or^ a Girle worth gol(L 

If not for love, to vex her. 

Alcad, Can you do leffe ? 

Spnc. To leave me the firfl night. 

A lead* Oh, ’twas a figne Ihe never dearly lov’d 
you 

Specie, I perceive Balhaw Alcade you underiland 
my wrongs. 

Alcad. In part, though not in whol. 

Spenc* Your word is warrant, paffe me the court 
gate, 

He to fome loofe Burdello, and tell her when I have 
done, 

Alcad* Were it my caufe, Ide do this, and more. 
Spenc, Make me wait thus 1 
Alcad* Oh Sir, ^tis infuiFerable. 

Spefic* Troth I dally my revenge too long, what 
ho, Forier* 

Fort* How now, who calls % 

Alcad* Her’s Bafhaw Alcade, turn the key. 

Fort* His name commands my gate, paffe freely. 
Spenc* Sir, I am bound to you. 

To take this wrong I fhould be held no man. 

Now to the watch, fcape there as I can. Exit 

Alcad* Ha, ha, fo long as fhe fleeps in the arms 
of Feffe, let him pack where he pleafes : Forter, 
now hee's without, let him command his entrance 
no more, neither for reward nor intreaty, till day 
breaks. 

Fort Sir, he lhall not. 

Alcad, Tis well we are fo rid of him : Mullijheg 
will give me great thanks for this. 

He to his chamber, there attend without, 

Till he fhall waken from his drowfie reft. 

And then acquaint him with this fortunate jeft. 

Alarum. 

Enter Iqffer, Lieutenant, Spencer prifoner and wounded, 
loff. Sir, though we wonder at your noble deeds, 
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Yet I mufl do the office of a fubjedt, 

And take you prifoner : by that noble blood 
That runs in thefe my veins, when I behold 
The flaughter you have made, which wonders me, 

I wiffi you had efcapt, and not been made captive 
To him, who though he may admire and love you, 

Yet cannot help you. 

Sj>enc. Your flile is like your birth, for you are 
lof/er, 

Chief Baffiaw to the king, and him I know 
Lord of mofl noble thoughts. Speak, what’s my 
danger ? 

loff. Know Sir, a double forfeit of your life : 

Your outrage firfl is death, being in the night. 

And gainft the watch ; but thofe that you have flain 
In this fierce confiidl, brings ’em without all bounds 
Of pardon. 

S;^enc. I was born too% and I embrace my 
fortune. 

loff. Sir, now I know you 
To be that brave and worthy Englifhman, 

So highly grac’t in court, which more amazeth me 
That you fhould thus requite him with the flaughter 
Of his lou’d fubjedls. 

Spenc. I intreat you Sir, 

As you are noble queflion me no further, 

I have many private thoughts that trouble me, 

And not the fear of death. 

lojp'. We know your name, 

And now have prov’d your courage, both thefe moves 
us 

To give you as eafie bondage as our loyalty 
To the king can fuffer, you are free from irons. 

Spenc, When this news lhall come to her, 
loff. Lieutenant, lead the watch fome diflance of, 
Bid them remove thefe bodies lately flain, 

I mufl have private comference with this prifoner, 
Leave him to my charge. 

Sir think me though a Moore, 
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A nation flrange unto you Chriflians, 

Yet that I can be noble ; but in you 
I have obferv’d flrange contrarieties, 

Which I would be refolv’d in. 

Spenc. Speak your thoughts. 

* 2 off. When I confer d the nobleneffe of your 
blood, 

With this your prefen t paffion, I much mufe, 

Why either fuch a fmall elfufe of blood, 

Thefe your Height wounds, or the pale fear of death, 
Should have the power to force a teare from fuch 
A noble eye. 

Spcnc. Why thinkfl thou Bafliaw, that wounds, 
blood, or death 

Could force a teare from me, thou ndblefl of thy 
nation, 

Do not fo farre mifprife me : I tell thee BaHaaw, 

The rack, hrapado, or the fcalding oyl. 

The burning pincers, or the boyling lead, 

The flakes, the pikes, the caldron, or the wheel, 

Were all thefe tortures to be felt at once, 

Could not draw water hence. 
loff. Whence comes it then % 

Spenc. ' From that whofe pains as far furmounts all 
thofe 

As whips of furies do the Ladies fans, 

Made of the plumes o’th Eflridge : this like the 
Sunne, 

Extradls the dew from my declining foul, 

And fwims mine eyes in moifl effemmacie. 

O Beffe, Beffe, Beffe, Bcffe. 

loff. Dead pitty you have wakened in my bofome, 
And made me with you like compaffionate. 

Freely relate your forrows, 

Spefic. Sir, I fhall : 

If you have ever loved, or fuch a maid, 

So fair, fo conflant, and fo chafl as mine, 

And fhould fortune to lamentable fortune, 

Betray her to a black abortive fate, 
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How would it wring you? Or if you had a hearty 
Made of that mettall that we white men have, 

How would it melt in you ? 
loff. Sir, you confound me. 

Sfenc, 1 will be brief ; the tra veils of my Beffe^ 

To hnde me out, you have pertook at full, 

In prefence of the King, thefe I bmit. 

Now when we came to fumme up all our joy. 

And this night were entring to our hoped bliffe, 

The king, Oh mofl unworthy of that name, 

He quite fell off from goodneffe. 
loff. Who MulliJJieg % 

Spe7ic. His luff out-waid his honour : and as if his 
foul 

Were blacker then his face, he laid plots 
To take this fweet night from me : but prevented 
I have convafd my beautious bride aboard, 

My Captain and Lieutenant 
loff. Are they efcapt ? 

Spe7ic. Safe to my Negro. Thus farre fortune led 
me 

Through many dangers till I paff this bridge, 

The laff of all your watches. And niufe not 
Bafliaw, that I thus fmgle durff oppofe my felf, 

I wore my Miffris here, and fhe, not I, 

Made me midway a conquerour. 
loff She being at lea. 

And fafe, why lliould your own fates trouble you ? 
Sfeiic. Renowned Moor, there is your greateff 
errour ; 

When we parted, I fwore by the honour of a Gentle- 
man, 

And as I ever was her conffant friend, 

If I furviv’d, to vifit her aboard 
By fuch an houre : but if I fail, that fhe 
Should think me dead : now, if I break one minute, 
She leaps into the fea : ’tis this, great Bafhaw, 

That from a fouldiers eyes draws pearly tears : 

For my own perfon I defpife all fears. 
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loff. You have deeply touch’t me : and to let you 

know 

All morrall vertues are not folely grounded 
In th* hearts of Chriflians, go and paffe free ; 

Keep your appointed houre, preferve her life : 

I will condudl you paft all danger : but withall 
Remember my head’s left to anfwer it. * 

Spenc. Is honour fled from Chriflians unto 
Moors, 

That I may fay in Barbaric I fouild 
This rare black Swan. 

Iqff. And when you are at'fea, 

The winde no queflion may blow fair, your ankors 
They are foon waid, and you have fea-roome free 
To paffe unto your countrey : ’tis but my life, 

And I fliall think it nobly fpent to fave you, 

Her, and your train from many fad difaflers. 

Spenc* Sir, I thank you, 

Appoint me a flxt hower, if I return not, 

May I be held a fcorn to Chriflendome, 

And recreant to my countrey. 
loff. By three to morrow. 

Spenc, Binde me by fome oath. 
loff Onely your hand and word. 

Spenc, Which if I break. 

What my heart thinks, my tongue forbears to 
fpeak. 

loff. He bear you pall all watches. Exeunt, 


Explicit A fins fecundus. 
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A Bus tertnis. Scena prima. 


Enter MuUiJJieg, 

MnlL 

T Hroiigh fatiate with the pleafures of this night, 
The morning calls me from the fweet embraces 
Of the fair Engliih Damfell. 

Tot The Englifh ftranger 

Is ftoln from forth mine arms. I am at full revenged : 
Were I again to match, Ide marry one 
Of this brave nation, if a Gentleman, 

Before the greateil Monarch of the world, 

They are fuch Iweet and loving bedfellows. 

Now to my chamber, darkneffe guide my way, 

Left what none yet fufpedl, the night betrayv 
Let all like me wrong’d in their nuptiall bed, 

Not aim at th’ heart, but rather flrike at thTiead. 

MuL Venetian Ladies, nor the Perfian Girles, 

The French, the Spanifli. nor the Turkifh Dames, 
Ethiope nor Greece can kifle with half that art 
Thefe Englifli can, nor entertain their friends 
With’ tenth pait of that ample willingnefle 
Within their arms. 

Alcad. Your highneffe cal’d ? 

MuL To tell thee that none fhall pertake but thou. 
Oh. I have had the fweeteh nights content 
That ever king enjoy’d. 

Akad. With the fair Englifli bride. 

Mull Nor envy if I raife the Captain for’t, 

For he Ihall mount. 

Alcad^ And he deferves it : but to me you owe 
Part of that honour, I had a hand in’t too, 

Although perhaps you thought me ignorant 
In v/hat is pafl. 

MuL Hadfl thou no more 
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Then half a linger in this nights content, 
it fliall not be forgot, but thou as he 
Shalt be rais’d one fLep higher. 

Ale. Obferving what had pall, I fpide the bride- 
groom 

As Hiii mine eies- were fiixt on him, up and late, 

Then by a trick, 

A pretty Height, a fine fetch of mine own, 

I pall him forth the gates, and gave command, 

He fhould not have his entrance back again, 

Neither for reward nor intreaties, till day broke. 

Mull Your aim in that? 

Ale. For fear left he by fome fufpitious jealoufie 
Should have diHurb’d your rell. 

Midi Thy providence 
Shall not die unrewarded : Ihift him hence, 

And with his will too, this makes thee of our counfell. 

Alead. Tis an honour 
My wifedome hath long aim’d at, and I hope 
Now lhall receive his merit. 

Enter a Negro. 

Negr, Pardon great king that I thus rudely 
prelie 

Into your private bed-chamber. 

Mull Speak, thy news. 

Negr. The Englilh Captain, with the lovely Bride, 
with her Lieutenant hath fecretly this night, with your 
liighneffe lignet and the word, pall the Court-gates, 
pafl all the watches, and got aboard their Negro, and 
I was fent to know your highneffe pleafure. 

Mull Ha, this night ? Alcade, feek, fearch 
I left her lleeping in our royall bed., 

Alead. I fiiail my lord, I half fufpedl. 

Mull But was not Spencer with them ? 

Negr. Onely they three : and we, by vertue of 
your highneffe fignet, pall them the court-gates without 
trouble. 
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Enter AUad, 

Mull We are amazed. Alcade^ whom find’ll thou 
there % 

Ale. Nothing, my Lord, but empty Iheets, 

A bed new toft, but neither Englilh Lady, 

Nor any Lady elfe. 

Mull, We ftand allonifh’t, 

Not knowing what to anfwer. 

Eiiter a fecond m^enger, 

Mefs. Pardon great king if I relate the news 
That will offend you highly. 

Mull. That the Englifh Captain, lady, and Lieu- 
tenant are efcapt. 

Me/s. But that’s not all. 

M71II. Can there be worfe behinde ? 

Mefs, Yes ; if the lofs of your dear fubje^ls lives 
Be worfe then their efcape. Spencer^ without 
The fignet or the word, being left behinde. 

Midi. You calFd the porter up. 

And let him after. 

Ale, Pardon great King. 

Mull. Was this your trick, your Height, your flra- 
tagem ? 

As we are king of Fefe^ thy life fhali pay 
The forfet : thine own tongue fiiall fentence thee. 

But to the refl. 

Mefs, Then paft he to the bridge, 

Where Hood armed men, in number fourty. 

Maugre all their llrength, with his good fword 
He would have made through all : 

And in this fierce conflidl, fix, to the maze 
Of all the refl, were fiain ; nor would he yeeld, 

Till fuddenly we rais’d a loud alarm, 

At which the Captain of the watch came down, 

And fo there furpriz’d him. 

MulL Is he prifoner, then % 
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Mefs. In cuftody of the great Balhaw loffer^ 

With whom we left him. 

MulL Command our Bafhaw 
To bring him clog’d in irons. — Thefe Englifh Pirates 
Have rob’d us of much treafure \ and for that 
His traiterous life fliall?anfwer. — But for thee, 

Traitor, thou hadll a hand in his efcape ; 

Thou fhalt be fure to pay for’t. 

Ale, Alas, my lord, 

What I did was meerly ignorance. 

Mull Nay bribes, 

And I fhall find it fo. — Bear him to guard. — 

What difiolute flrumpet did that traitrous Captain 
Send to our flieets But all our injuries 
Upon that Englifh prifoner wee’ll revenge : 

As we in Hate and fortune hope to rife, 

A never heard of death that traitour dies. 

Enter Captain^ Beffe, E-uffman, Clem. 

Befs, No news from Forfef yet that waits for 
Spencer,^ 

The long boat’s not return’d ? 

Goodl, Not yet. 

Befs, Clem^ to the maintop, Clem^ and give us 
notice 

If thou feeft any (like them) make from the fhore : 
The day is broke already. 

Clem, With all my heart, fo you will give me 
warning before the Gunner fhoots, left I tumble down 
again, and put my neck a fecond time in danger, 

Befs, Prethee, begon : let’s have no jefling now. 
Clem, Then I’ll to the main top in earnefl. 

Goodl How fares it with^you Befje ? 

Befs, Like a hartleffe creature, a body without 
motion. 

How can I chofe, when I am come to fea, 

And left my heart afhore % What, no news yet ? 
Goodl None. 
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Befs. I prithee, Ritffmafi^ flep into my Cabin, 

And bring me here my houre giaffe. 

Ruff, That 1 flialL 

Goodl. To what end would you ufe it ? 

Befe, Shall I tell thee Captain, 

I would know how Ibng I have to live : 

That glaffe once turn’d, the fandy houre quite rim, 

I know my Spencers dead, and my life’s done. 

Enter Ruffman tmih the glaffe. 

Ruff, Your glaffe. 

Befs, Gramercy good Lieutenant : 

’Tis better then a gaudy looking-glafs, 

To deck our faces in : that fhews our pride, 

But this our ends thofe glafles feek to hide. 

Have you been all at prayers % 

Both, AVe have. 

Befs, I thank you gentlemen. 

Never more need : and you would fay as I do, 

Did you but know how near our ends fome are. 

Doft tho'u not think, Captain, my Spe/icefs flain ? ^ 
Goodl. Yet hope the bell. 

Bfs. This is the hower he promifl : Captain, 
look, 

For I have not the heart, and truely tell me 
How farre his fpent. 

Goodl. Some fifteen minutes. 

Befs, Alas ! no more ? I prethee, tak’t away ; 
Even jufl fo many have I left to pray, 

And then to break my heart-firings. None that loves 
me 

Speake one word to me of him, or any thing. 

If in your fecret cabbins you’! befiow 
Of him and me fome tears and hearty prayers, 

AVe, if we live fhall thank you. Good gentlemen, 
Ingage me fo far to you. 

Enter Clem. 

Clem, News, news, news. 
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Befs. Ha, good or bad ? 

Cle?n, Excellent, moft excellent ; nay, fuper ex- 
cellent. Forfct and all his companions are rowing 
hither like. madmen; and there is one that fits iW 
llern, and does not row at all ; and that is, — let me 
fee who is it ? I am fure ^tis he, noble Spencer, 

Befs, Spencer ? 

Heart, det me keep thee ; thoii wall up to heaven 
Half way in rapture. — Art thou fure ? 

Ckfn, I think youl make a man fwear his heart 
out. 

Befs, Teach me but how 
I fhall receive him when he comes aboard ; 

How fhail I beare me, Captain, that my joy 
Do not tranfcend my foul out of this earth, 

Into the aire with paliionate extafie 1 

E^rkr Spencer. 

Goodl Now farewell Ba7^harie, king MulUJIiegt 
We have fea room and winde at will, not ten 
Of thy bell Gallies, arm’d with Moors, 

Can fetch us back. 

Buff For England gentlemen. 

Befs Oh, where’s the gunner : 

See all the ordnance be Eraight difcharged, 

For joy my Spencer lives : let’s miE ourfelves 
In a thick cloud of fmoak, and fpeak our joyes 
Vnto the higheE heavens in fire and thunder. 

Ruff. To make the Queen vex and torment her- 
felf. 

Bejf. To make the King tear his contorted 
locks, 

Curl’d like the knots of furies : Oh this mufick 
Doth pleafe me better then tlf effeminate Erings 
Tun’d to their wilde Moriskoes : dance my foul, 

And caper in my bofome, joyfull heart, 

That I have here my Spe7icer. 

GoodL Come, waigh anchor, 
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Hoift fail : we have a faire and gentle gale^ 

To beare ns to our country. 

Spenc, Captain, flay. 

Beff. I did not heare my Spencer fpeak till now : 
Nor would my fudden joy give me that judge- 
ment. 

To fpy that fadneffe in thee I now fee ; 

Good, whafs the caufe^ canft thou conceal’t from 
me? 

What, from thy Beffe ? Whence came that figh ? 

You will not tell me. No, do not : 

I am not worthy to partake your thoughts. 

Do you repent you that you fee us fafe 
Imbark’t for England, to enjoy me there : 

Is there fome other whom you better love ? 

Let me but know her, and for your fweet fake 
He ferve her, too. Come, I will know the caufe. 

Spenc. Know all in one : 

Now I have feen you, I mull leave you, Beffe. 

Bejf. Leave me % Oh, fatal. 

Spenc. Speak, my Bf/e : it is thy Spencer tells 
thee. 

Beff That he will leave me. If the fame 
tongue 

That wounded me, gives me no prefent cure, 

It will again intrance me. 

Spenc. Arm your felf : 

It mufl be fpoke again, for I mufl leave you. 

My honour, faith, and country, are ingag’d, 

The reputation of a Chriflian’s pawn’d ; 

And all that weare that facred livery 
Shall in my breach be fcandal’d. Moors will fay, 
We boafl of faith, none does good works buE 
they. 

Beff. I am nor fleep nor waking, but my fenfes 
All in a confus’d flumber. 

Goodl. Sir, refolve us ; 

' You wrap us in a Labyrinth of doubts, 

From which I pray unloofe us. 
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Spenc. I fhall ; 

I made my way through flaughter ; but at length 
The watch came down and took me prifoner 
Unto a noble Bafhaw : for my valour, 

It pleas’d him to admire me ; but when forrow 
To difappoint my Beffe, flrok me in paffion, 

He urg’d me freely to relate my griefs, 

Which took in him fuch deep impreffion, 

That on my word and promife to return 
By fuch an hower, he left himfelf in hoflage, 

To give me my defires. 

GoodL ’Twas nobly done ; 

But what’s the lives of twenty thoufand Moors, 

To one that is a Chriflian % 

Rough. 5 . We have liberty and free way to our coun- 
trey : 

Shall not we take th’ advantage that the heavens 
Have lent us : but now, as if we fcorn’d 
Their gracious bounty, give up ourfelves 
To voluntary bondage. 

Buff. Prize you my love no better, then to 
rate it 

Beneath the friend fhip of a barbarous Moor ? 

Can you, to fave him, leave me to my death % 

Is this the jufl reward of all my tra veils ? 

Spene, I prize my honour, and a Chrillians faith, 
Above what earth can yeeld. Shall Fffe report, 

Unto our countreys lhame, and to the fcandall 
Of our religion, that a barbarous Moor 
Can exceed us in nobleneffe 1 no ; lie die 
A hundred thoufand deaths firfl. 

BeJ). Oh, my fate, was ever maid thus crofl, 

That have fo oft been brought to fee my bliffe. 

And never tafle it ? 

To meet my Spencer living after death, 

To join with him in marriage, not enjoy him ? 

To have him here free from the barbarous Moors, 
And now to iofe him ? Being fo oft rais’d 
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Unto the height of all felicity, 

To make my ruine greater. If you needs 
Will hazzard your own perfon, make me partner 
In this thy prefent danger: take me with thee. 

Sjte/ice. Not for the world ; no living foul fhall 
bleed > 

One drop for me. 

Beff. Canft thou be fo unkinde 1 Then falfe,man 
know 

That thou hall taught me harfhneffe. I without 
I'hee came to Mo^narah^ and to my countrey back 
I will return without thee. I am here, 

In mine own yeffell, mine owm train abput me ; 

And fmce thou wilt forfake me, to embrace 
The Queen of Moors, though coyning llrange ex- 
cufe, 

E’ne at thy pleafure be it : my waies into my coum 
trey. 

Farewell, He not died one teare more. 

Spenc. My partings death ; 

But honour wakens me. The hower draws nigh ; 

And if I fail one minute, he mufl die. 

The long boat now. Farewell Beffe. Exit. 

Bef, Why, farewell 
Spencer^ I always lovM thee but too well, 

Captain, thine eare, 

This I have vow’d, and this you all lhall fwear. 

Exeunt 

Enter Mullilheg, Queen, loffer, Headfman. 

Mull. Produce your prifoner, Balhaw. 
loff. Mighty King, 

Had you beheld his proweffe, and, withall, 

But feen his paffions, you would then like me, 

Haue pittied his difailers. 

MulL We know no pitty for an injury 
Of that high nature, more then our revenge, 
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We have vow’d his death, and he fhall therefore die. 
Go, bring him forth. 

loff. Spare me, my lord, but fome few howers, I 
Ihall. , 

Mull. The leafl delay is death. 

loff. Then know, ray lord, he was my prifoner. 

Mull How, was ? and is not % 

loff. By promife, 

Mull Not in gyves % 

loff He’s gyv’d to me by faith, but elfe at 
liberty. 

Midi. I pray unriddle us, and teach us that 
Which we defire to know, where is the Englilh pri- 
foner ? 

loff. I prefum’d, my lord, 

Such noble valour could not be log’d alone, 

Without fome other vertues, faith and honour : 
Therefore I gave him freedom to his fliip, 

Onely upon his , promife to return ; 

Now if there be fuch noblenefs in a Chriflian, 

Which being a Moor, I have exprefl to him, 

He will not fee me perilh. 

Mull. Foolhh Bafhaw 

To jeaft away thy head : you are all confpiratours 
Againft our perfon : and you all fhall die. 

Why canfL thou think a ftranger fo remote 
Both in countrey and religion, being imbaik’t 
At fea, and under fail, free from our bands 
In the arms of his fair bride, 

His Captain and his faylors all aboard, 

Sea room and winde at will, and will return, 

To expole all thefe to voluntary dangers, 

For a bare verball promife % 
loff. If he comes not, 

Be this mine honour, King, that though I bleed, 

A Moor a Chriflian thus far did exceed. 

Mull. The hower is pafl; the Chriflian Jiath 
broke faith. 

Off with his head. 
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Enter Spencer. 

Spenc, Yet come at lafl. 

MulL Ifl poffible? can England^ fo farre dif- 
tant. 

Harbour fuch noble vertues ? 

loff. I befhrV you, fir, 

You come unto your death, and you have tane 
Much honour from me, and ingrofl it all 
To your own fame \ ’twould have lived longer by 
me 

Then any monument can lafl, to have loft 
My life for fuch a noble ftranger, 

Whofe vertue even in this lafl adl appears, 

I wilh this blood, which now are friendly tears. 

You are come unto your death. 

Spefic. Why, hwas my purpofe ; 

And by that death to make my honour fhine. 

Great MulIiJIieg^ cherifh this noble Moor, 

Whom all thy confines cannot paralleil 
For vertue and true nobleneffe. Ere my fhip, 

Should with fuch black difhonour beare me fafe 
Into my countrey by thy Balhaws death, 

I would have bent my ordnance gainfl her keel. 

And funk her in the harbour. 

MulL Thou haft flain 
Six of our fubjedis. 

loff. Oh, had you feen 
But with what eminent valour. 

- MulL Nought that’s ill 

Can be well done : then Bafhaw, fpeake no more. 

BQs life is meerly forfeit, and he Ihall pay it. 

Spenc, I am proud, Feffe^ that I now owe thee 
nothing, 

But have in me ability to pay. 

If % be forfeit, take it, lay all on me ; 
lie pay the debt, then fet the Bafhaw free. 

MulL Befides, mifprifing all our gracious favours. 
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To violate our laws, infringe our peace, 

Diflurbe our watch, by night, and now perhaps 
Having rob’d us of much treafure, floln to fea. 

Spenc. In that thou art not royal, MuUi^eg, 

Of all thy gold and jewels lately given us, 

Ther s not a doit imbark’t ; 

For finding thee diflionourably unkinde, 

Scorning thy gold, we left it all behinde. 

Tota. If private men be lords of fuch brave 
fpirits, 

How royall fhould their Princes be ? 

Mull, Englifhman, 

Ther’s but one way for thee to fave thy life, 

From eminent death. 

Spef\ce. Well, propofe it. 

MulL Inflantly 

Send to thy Negro,; and fiirrend^r up 
Thy Captain and thy fair Bride ; otherwife, 

By all the holy rights of our great Prophet, 

Thou fhalt not live an hower. 

Speuc. Alas, good King, 

I pitty and defpife thy tyranny : 

Not live an hower 1 And when my head is off, 

What canfl thou do then ? _ Call’fL thou that ^re 
venge, 

To eafe me of a thoufand turbulent griefs, 

And throw my foul in glory for my honour. 

Why, thou flriv’fl to make me happy but for her, 

Wert thou the King of all the kings on earth, 

Couldft thou lay all their fcepters, roabs, and 
crowns, 

Here at my feet, and hadft power to inflall me 
Emperour of th’ univerfall Emperie, 

Rather then yeeld my bafefl fhip-boy up, 

To become thy Have, much leffe betray ray Bride 
To thee and to thy bruitifh lufl, know king 
Of FeJje^ I’de die a hundred thoufand deaths firft. 
MitcL lie try your patience. Off with his head. 
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Enter Beffe, Goodlack, Ruffman. 

Beffe. Her’s more work. — Stay. 

S^enCs Wiat make you here ? 

You wrong me above injury. 

Beff, If you love blood, 

That river fpare, and for him take a flood, 

Be but fo gracious as fave him alone : 

And, great King fee I bring thee three for one. 

Spare him, thou Ihalt have more, 

The lives of all my train. What fayfl thou to’t % 

And with their lives my fliip and all to boot. 

Spence. I could be angry with you above mea- 
fure, 

In your four deaths I die, that had before 
Tafted but one. 

MulL Captain, art thou there? HoweVe thefe 
fare, 

Thou flialt be fure to pay fork. 

Goodl, ’Tis my leah care, ' 

Whaf s done is mine, I here confesk : 

Then feize my life in ranfome of the reft. 

Tot, Lieutenant, you are a bafe villain. 

What groom betrai’d you to our Iheets ? 

Ruff. Pleafe keep your tongue ; I did you no dif- 
honour. 

Tot. Whom did you bring to our free embraces ? 
Ruff. ’Twas the King ; conceal what’s paft. 

Tota. Howeke my minde, then yet my bodie’s 
chafl. 

Ruff Make ufe onk. 

Spenc. Difmiffe, great King, thefe to their fliip 
again j 

My life is folely forfeit, take but that, 

I fliail report thee mercifull. 

Beff. It were no jullice. King, to forfeit his, 

And to fpare mine, I am as deep as he, 

Since what my Spencer did was all for me. 
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GoodL Great King, if any faulted, then ’twas 1 : 

I led them on, and therefore firfl fhould die. 

Ruff, I am as deep as any, 

Iqff, Oh, had my head 
Excus y all thefe, I had been nobly dead. 

Beff, Why paufe you king? Is’t by our noble 
vertues, 

That you have loll the ufe of fpeech ? or can you 
think 

That Spencer dead, you might inherit me. 

No, firft, with Roman Portia^ I^de eate fire, 

Or with Lucretia charadler thy luft 

’Twixt thefe two breafts. Stood I ingag’d to death, 

rde fcorne for life to bend a fervile knee ; 

But ’tis for thee, my Spencer^ what was his fault ? 

*Twas but to fave his own, refcue his dear Bride 
From adulterate fheets, and mull he die for this ? 
MulL Shall lull in me have chief predomi- 
nance ? 

And vertuous deeds, for which in Feffe 
I have been long renown'd, be quite exilde ? 

Shall Chriftians have the honour 

To be foie heirs of goodnefs, and we Moors 

Barbarous and bloody. Captain, refolve me, 

What common Curtezan didfl thou convey 
Into our royall bed ? 

Tot I can excufe him, pardon me, great King : 

I having private notice of your plots, 

Wrought him unto my purpofe, and "twas I 
Lodg'd in your arms that night. 

MulL Thefe Englilh are in all things honourable, 
Nor can we tax their waies in any thing, 

Unleffe we blame their vertues. Englifh maid, 

We give thee once more back unto thy husband, 
Whom likewife freely we receive to grace : 

And, as amends for our pretended wrongs, 

With her wee'll tender fuch an ample dower, 

As lhail renown®our bounty ; but we fear 
We cannot recompence the injurious Ioffe, 

% 
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Of your lafl nights expedlations. 

Beffe, ^Tis full amends, 

Where but the leafl part of your grace extends. 

Mull Captain, we prize thy vertues to thy friends^. 
Thy faith to us, and zeal unto our Queen. 

And Bafhaw, for thy nobleneffe to a Gentleman 
Of fuch approved valour and renown, 

We here create thee Viceroy of Argiers, 

And do efleein thee next our Queen in grace. 

Y’ have quench’t in mee all iuft, by which fiiall 
grow 

Vertues which Feffe^ and all the world fhall know. 
Spe7ic. We fhall report your bounties, and your 
royalties 

Shall fly though all the parts of Chriftendome. 

Beff, Whilll Beffe has gold, which is the meed of 
baies, 

Sheel make our Englifli Poets tune thy praife. 

And now my Spencer after all our troubles, 

Croffes and threatnings of the feas rough brow, 

I ne’re could fay thou wert mine own dll now. 

MulL Call this your harbour, and your haven of 

joy; 

For fo wee’ll llrive to make it, noble fir angers, 

Thofe vertues you have taught us by your deeds, 

We futurely will flrive to imitate. 

And for the wrongs done to the hop’t delights 
Of your laft nights divorce, double the magazine 
With which our larges Ihouid have fwel’d your fliip. 

A golden Girl tlf art cal’d ; and, wench, be bold. 

Thy lading back lhall be with pearl and gold. 

Exeimt 


Enter Chorus. 

CJior, T Magine Beffe and Spencer under fail : 

But the intelligence of their great wealth 
Being bruited ^mongfl the Merchatits^ comes to tB eares 
Of a Fretich Pirate^ who with two Jhips well rifd^ 
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Way lazes them m their voyage^ Long they fought^ 

And many flain on both fides ; but the Frenclwien^ 
Froud of their hofefull coziqueji,, hoarding twice^ 

Are twice blown up j which addes courage to the 
Englijh ; 

But to the Frenchmen fear, f^ujl at they buckeld^ 

Spencer and Goodlack, with two proof e targets arm% 
Into the French fhip leapy and on the hatches 
There make a bloody ftaughter : but at that inflant^ 

The billows fioeird^ the windes grew high and loud, 
And as the foul and body ufe to part, 

With m lefs force thefe lovers are divided. 

He wafts to her, and fhe makes fignes to him ; 

He calls, and fhe replies : — they both grow hoarfe 
With Jkriking out their lafi farewell Now Jke 
fwounds, 

And finks beneath the arms ^Huffman. Spencer, 
Upon a chefi gets hold and fafe arrives 
Tth Marquis of Farards cou?itrey : the like adventure 
Chazu'd Goodlack : upon a niajl he pierces Italie, 
Where thefe two Dukes were then at ods, Spencer is 
chofen 

Farards Champion : Mantua makes Goodlack his. 
What happed d them if you defire to know, 

To cut off words, will ail it in du?nb fhow. 

Dumb Show, 

The Dukes by them attozid, they graced azid prefed d 
Take their next way towards Florezice, — -What of 
Befle, 

Ruffman, and Clem becoznes, znujl next fucceed. 

The feas to them like crueU proves, and wracks 
Their Negro on the coafi of Florezice, where 
They wander up azid down ^mongH the Bazidetties, 

More of their fortunes we will next purfue. 

In which we znean to be as brief 'Us true. Exit 


Explicit Ailus tertius. 


CC 2 
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The faire Maid of the Weft 


A£lus quartus. Scena prima. 


Enter Beffe, Ruffman, and Clem, 

Beff. All is loll ! 

Euf. Save thefe our felves, 

Clem, For my part, I have not fo much left as a 
clean Shirt. 

Beff. And Sjfencer too, had the feas left me 
him, 

I Ihould have thought them kinde; but in his 
fate, 

All wilhes, fortunes, hopes of better daies 
Expire. 

Buqi Spencer may live. 

Clem, I that he may, if it be but in a fea-water 
green fuit, as I was, among the haddocks. 

Beff, How many bitter plunges have I pall, 

Ere i could win my Spencer ? who no fooner 
Married, but quite divorll ; poffell for fome few 
daies, 

Then rent afunder; as foon a widow as I was a 
Bride : 

This day the miflris of many thoufands, 

And a begger now, not worth the clothes I wear. 

Ruff, At the loweft ebbe 
The tides Hill flow ; befides, being on the ground, 
Lower we cannot fall. 

Beff, Yes, into the ground, the grave. 

Ruffman^ would I were there ; till then I never 
Shall have true reft, I fain would know 
What greater mifery heaven can infli(5l, 

I have not yet indur’d : 

If there be fuch, I dare it, let it come. 
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Enter Captain Bandetties, and others. 

Band. CeaXe, and furprife the prifoners ; thou art 
mine. 

Ruft. Villain, hands off, knowfl thou whom thou 
ohendefl ? * 

Bmd. Binde her fall, and after captive him. 

Ruff. I will rather die, 

Then fuffer her fuftein leafl injury. 

Ruffman is beaten off 

Befs. Whaf s thy purpofe ? 

Band. In all my travells and my quefl of blood, 

I ne’re encountred fuch a beauteous prize : 

Heavens, if I thought you would accept his thanks 
That trades in deeds of hell, I would acknowledge 
My felf in debt to you. 

Befs. What’s thy intent, 

Bold villein, that thou mak’fl this preparation I 
Band. I intend to ravifh thee. 

Befs. All goodneffe pardon me, and you blell 
heavens, 

Whom I too boldly challeng’d for a mifery 
Beyond my Sfencers Ioffe. What, rape intended ? 

I had not thought there had been fuch a mifchief, 
Devis’d for wretched woman. Ravifh me % 

’Tis beyond Ihipwrack, poverty, or death ; 

It is a word invented firfl in hell, 

And by the devills firfl fpew’d upon earth : 

Man could not have invented to have given 
Such letters found. 

Band. I trifle howers too long ; 

And MOW to my black purpofe. Envious day. 

Gaze with thy open eyes on this nights work, 

For thus the Prologue to my lull begins. 

B<fs. ^ Help, murther, rape, murther. 

Band. lie flop your mouth from bawling. 

Enter Duke of Florence, and a train, and Merchant 
Fbn This way the cry came. Refcue for the lady, 
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Hold thy defperate fury, and arm thy felf 
For my encounter. 

Band, Hell prevented. 

Flor. Vnbinde that beautious lady, and purfue 
The Ruffin : he that can bring his head fhall have 
A thoufand crowns proposed for his reward : 

He fhould be Captain of thofe bloody theeves 
That haunts our mountains, and of our dear fubjedls 
Hath oft made outrage. Go, fee this proclaim'd. 

Befs, Ere I, the happy wiffies of my foul, 

My orizons to heaven, or make free tender 
Of a mofl bounden duty, grace my mifery, 

To let me know, unto what worthy perfon, 

Of what degree or Rate, I owe the fervice 
Of a mofl wretched life, left in my ignorance, 

I prove a heretick to all good manners, 

And harffily fo offend. 

Flor, Fairefl of thy fex, I need not queflion 
thine, 

Becaufe I read a nobleneffe in thy forehead : 

But, to refolve thee, know, I am ffil'd, the Duke 
Of Florence,^ and of this countrey Prince. 

Befs. Then from my knees I fall fiat on mj 
face, 

In bound obeyfance. 

Flor^ Rife, 

That earth's too bafe for fuch pure lips to kiffe. 

They ffiould rather joyn with a Pnnces, as at firfl 
Made for fuch ufe : nay, we will have it fo. 

Mer, That lady, if my memory be faithful! 

Vnto my judgement, I fiiould have feen e're now,, 

But where, what place, or in what countrey, now 
I cannot call to minde. 

Flor, Where were you bred 1 
B^s, In England royall Sir. 

Mer, In England I 

Flor. By what llrange adventure then^ 

Happened you on thefe coafls % 

Befs, By Ihipwrack. 
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Flor. Then churlifh were the waves f expofe you 
to 

Such danger.* Whence difimbarkt you lafl % 

Befs. From Barbaru. 

Flor, From Barherie^ our merchant, you came 
lately thence. 

Men ’Tis fhe, I now remember her. 

She did me a great curtefie, and I am proud, 

Fortune, how ever enemy to her, 

Has given me opportunity to make 
A jull requitall. 

Flon What occafion 
Fair lady, being of fuch ilate aUd beauty, 

Drew you from your own countrey, to expofe you 
To fo long travell ? 

Men Mighty Soveraign, 

Pardon my interuption, if I make bold 

To put your grace in minde of an Englifh Virgin, 

So highly grac’d hy mighty Midliflieg. 

Flon K legend, worthy .to be writ in gold, 

Whofe flrangeneffe feem’d at firft to exceed belief : 
And had not thy approved honefly 
Commanded our attention, we fhould have doubted 
That thou therein hadH much hyperboliz’d. 

Mer. What would your grace give 
To fee that miracle of conftancie, 

Shee who reliev’d fo many Chriflian captives ; 

- Redeem’d fo many of the Merchants good? ; 

Beg’d of the king fo many forfetures ; 

Kept from the Gallies fome, and fome from daughter ; 
She whom the king of Fqffe never denied, 

But the deni’d him love ; whofe chaflity 
Conquer’d his lull, and maugre his incontinence, 
Made him admire her vertues. 

Fler* The report 

Strikes us with wonder and amazement too : 

But to behold the creature were a projedl 
Worthy a theatre of Emperours ; 

Nay, gods themfelves to be fpedlatours. 
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Mer. Behold that wonder. Lady, know you me ? 
Befs, Not I, I can affure you, fir. 

Mer, lie give 

You inllance, then ; I was that Florentine, 

Who, being in Feffe^ for a ftrange outrage there. 

Six of my men were to the Gallies doom’d j 
But, at your interceflion to the king, 

Freely releaft : for which, in this dejedlion, 

I pray accept thefe thoufand crowns, to raife 
Your ruin’d fortunes. 

Beffe. You are gratefull, fir, beyond my merit 
Flor. I cannot blame great Feffe 
To become inamour’d on fo fair a creature. 

You had a friend much grac’d by that fame Moor, 
Whom, as our Merchant told us, you were efpous’d to 
In the Court of Feffe : wher’s he ? 

Beffe. I cannot fpeak it without tears. 

Flor. Why, is he dead % 

B(ffe. I cannot fay he lives. 

Flor, How were you fever’d 1 
Beffe, It asks a fad relation. 

Flor. We’ll finde a fitter time to hear’t But now. 
Augment your griefs no further. On what coall 
Pray, were you fhipwrackt ? 

Befs. Upon thefe neighbouring Ihoars : where aH 
the wealth 

I had from Barharze is perifh’t in the fea. 

I that this morn commanded half a million, 

Have nothing now but this good merchants bounty. 

Flor. You are richer 
In our high favour, then all the royalty 
Feffe could have crownM your pearleffe beauty with : 
He gave you gold, but we your almoll forfeit chaflitie. 
Befs. A gift above the wealth of Barharie. 

Flor. Condudt this Lady to the City fixeight, 

And bear this our fignet to our treafurer : 

Command for her ten thoufand crowns immediately* 
Next to our wardrobe, and what choife of habit 
Bell likes her, ’tis her own ; 
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Onely, for all this grace, daign, beauteous Lady, 

That I may call you fervant 
Befs, Pairdon me, fir ; 

You are a Prince, and I am here your vaffall 
Bior, Merchant, 

As you refpedl our favour fee this done» 

Befs. What muft my next fall be ? I that this 
morning 

Was rich in wealth and fervants, and eVe noon 
Commanded neither ; and next doomed to death. ; 
Not death alone, but death with infamy. 

But what^s all this unto my Spencers lofs % 

Fior. You to the city ; well purfue the chafe. 
Madam, be comforted ; well fend, or fee you ; 

All your fortunes are not extindl in Ihipwrack ; 

The land affords you better, if you’ll be fwai’d by us. 
As firfl you find'e us, wee’ll be ilill the fame : 

Oft have I chac’t ne’re found fo fair a game. Exeunt 

Enter Clem folus. 

Clem, Where are my Bafhaw’s now % Let me fee ; 
what fhall I do ? I have left my Miflriffe ; where 
fhall I have my wages ? She’s peppered by this : but 
if the Captain of the Bandetties had had but that 
grace and honour that I had when I was in Barharie^ 
he would not have been fo lufly. She fcapt drowning, 
which is the way of all fifh, and by this is gone the 
way of all flefh. My Lieutenant, he’s fure cut to 
pieces among the Bandetties : and fo had I been, had 
not my Bakers legs flept a little afide. My noble 
Captain and Spencer^ they are either drowned i’th 
tempefl, or murthered by the Pirates ; and none is 
left alive but I, Clern^ poor Clem : but poor Clem^ hoTV 
wilt thou do now ? What trick have you to fatisfie 
Colon, here in a flrange countrey ? It is not now 
wdth me as when Andrea liv’d. Now I bethink me, I 
have a trade ; and that, they fay, will flick by a man 
when his friends fail him. The City is hard by, and 
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lie fee and I can be entertained to my old trade of 
drawing wine : if ’t be but an under skinker, I care 
not : better do fo then like a prodigall feed upon 
husks and acorns. 

Well, if I chance to lead my life under fome happy 
figne, 

To my Countreymen flill He fill the be£l wine. Exit. 
Enter Huffman bleeding. 

Ruff. Wounded, but fcapt with life : but Beffes 
lofs ; that’s it that grieves me inward. Ravifrt, 
perhaps, and murthered. Oh, if Sfeneer and Goodlack 
furvive, how would they blame my cowardice ^ A 
threed fpun, may be untwined, but things in nature 
done, undone can never be. She^s loft, they are 
peri^’t: they are happy in their deaths, and I fur- 
viving left to the earth moft miferable. No means to 
raife myfelf? I met a Purfuivant even now, pro- 
claiming to the man who could bring the head of the 
Bandetties Captain, for his reward a thoufand crowns : 
If not for gain of gold, yet for he injur’d Bejfe^ that 
fhall be my next task. What, though I die 1 
Be this rny comfort, that it chanc’t me well, 

To perifh by his hand by whom fhe fell. Exit. 

Enter Duke ^Florence, Merchant. 

' Flor. Our Merchant, have you done to th’ Englifh 
‘ Lady 

As we commanded ? Did fhe take the gold ? 

Mer. After many complements, circumftances, 
Modeft refufalls, fometimes with repulfe, 

I forc’t on her your bounty. Had you feen 
What a bewitching art fhe ftriv’d to ufe; 

Betwixt deniall and difdain, contempt and thank- 
fulneffe, 

You would have faid, that out of a meer fcom 
Taccept your gift, fhe expreft fuch gratitude, 
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As would demand a double donative. 

Flor. And it has don’t ; it fhall be doubl’d 
Hraight/ 

Arifmg thence unto an infinite, 

If fhe’ll but grant us love. How for her habit ? 

Mer, With an inforft will, wilfull conflraint, 

And a meer kinde of glad neceflity, 

She put it on but to lament the death 
Of her loft husband. 

Flor, Why, is he lofl ? 

Mer, By all conjectures never to be found. 

Flor, The leffe her hope is to recover him, 

The more our hopes remains to conquer her. 

Bear her from us this jewel!, and withall 
Provide a banquet, fed her leave all mourning ; 

This night in perfon we will vifit her. 

Mer, I fiiall. 

Flor, Withall more gold. 

And if thou canfl by way of conference. 

Get from her how flie hands affeCled towards us : 

It fhall not be the furthefl way about 
To thy preferment and our fpeciall favour. 

Enter a mejfenger, 

Meff. The two bold Dukes of Mantua and Farara^ 
after many bloody garboiJs, have entred league, and 
within thefe two days mean to vifit Floreiice.^ to make 
your Court a witneffe of their late concluded amity, 
Flor, Wee’ll receive them, 

As Princes that in this would honour us. 

Me{j, Thefe letters will fpeak further. 

Flor. Bear them flreight 
Unto our Secretary, and withall, give order 
That all our Court may fiiine in gold and pearl, 

They never could have come in a happier feafon, 

Then when the great and high magnificence, 

Without fufpedl we would have ihown to her, 

Will be accounted honour done to them. 
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In fates defpight, 

We will not lofe the honour of this night Exit 

Enter Spencer, Goodlack. 

Spencer, Farara was exceeding bountifull. 

Goodl, So was the Duke of Mantua, Had we 
flaid 

Within their confines, we might, even till death 
Have liv’d in their high favour. 

Spenc, Oh, but Captain, 

What would their Dukedomes gain me without 

Bffe, 

Or all the world t’ injoy it without her : 

Each pafiage of content or pleafing fortune, 

When I record Ihe has no part in it, 

Seems rather as an augmentation 
Of a more great difeafe. 

GoodL This be your comfort, that by this 
Shoe’s bell part of her way for England, whither 
She is richly bound, then where Ihe is moll hope- 
leffe 

Of this your fatety, 

With your lurvivall to receive us gladly, 

With an abundant treafure. 

Spenc, But for that, 

I had funk ere this beneath the weight of war, 

And chus’d an obfcure death, before the glorie 
Of a renowned fouldier. But we are now 
As farre as Florence onward of our way : 

Were it bell that we made tender of our fervice 
To the grand Duke ? 

Goodl, ’Tis the greatell benefits of all our travells 
to fee forraigne Courts, and to difcourfe their falhions : 
let us by no means negledl that duty. 

Spenc, Where were we bell to lodge % 

Goodl. Hard by is a Tavern : let’s firll drink 
there, and after make inquiry who’s the bell hofl for 
Hrangers. 
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Spenc. . Come, ho ! where be thefe Drawers 1 

Enter a Drawer. 

Draw. Gentlemen, I draw none myfelf, but lie 
fend fome. 


Enter Clem with wine. 

Clem. Welcome Gentlemen. Score a quart 

Spenc. Ha ? 

GoodL How ? 

Clem. No, no ; I am an affe, a very animall ; it 
cannot be. 

Spenc. Why doll thou bear the wine back 1 The 
ilave thinks belike we have no money ? 

GoodL What doll thou think us to be fuch 
calher’d foldiers that we have no cafh. Tulh, it can- 
not be he. 

Spenc. How Ihould he come here ? — Set down the 
wine. 

dm. I will, I will, lir. — Score a quart of 

Tricks, meer fantafmes. Shall I draw wine to lhadows % 
fo I might run o’ th fcore, and find no fubllance to 
pay for it 

Spenc. Left we not him a Ihipboard on his voyage 
towards England with my 

Goodl. With Beffe^ true. Sirra, fet down the 
wine. 

Clem. Some Italian Mountebanks : upon my life, 
meer jugling. 

Goodl. Upon my life ’tis Clem. 

Clm. Ca, Ca, Cap. Captain? Maifler Spencer? 

Spenc. Clem % 

Clem. I am Clem. 

Spenc. And I am Spencer. 

Goodl. And I Goodlack^ but cannot think thee 
Clem. 

Clem. Yes, I am Clem of Foy^ the- Balhaw of 
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Barlark^ who, from a Courtier of Fejfe, am turned 
a Drawer in Norence, But let me clear my eies 
better : now I know you to be the fame whofe throats 
the Pirates would have cut, and have fpoiled your 
drinkings. 

Spnc. Oh, tell us, and be brief in thy relation, 
What hapend you, after the fudden tempefl 
Sever’d our fhips ? or what’s become of Beffe % 

GoodL Where did our Negro touch % 

Clem, He give you a touch, take it as you will. 
The Negro^ and all that was in her, was wrack’t on the 
coaft of Florence ; fhe, and .all the wealth that was in 
her, all drownd i’ th bottome of the fea. 

Speftc, No matter for the riches ; wher’s fhe, worth 
more then fhip or goods ? 

GoodL Wher’s Fuffman% For thou we fee art 
fafe. 

Spenc, Nay, fpeak ; wher’s Bejfelt 
How my heart quails within me ? 

Clem, She, Ruffman^ and I were all call afhore 
fafe, like fo many drowned Rats ; where we were no 
fooner landed, but we were fet upon by the Bandetties, 
where fhe was bound to a tree, and ready to be 
ravifh’t by the Captain of the Outlaws. 

Spenc* Oh, worfe then fhipwrack could be. 

Clem, I fee Ruffman half cut in pieces with ref- 
cuing her \ but whether the other half be alive, or no, 

I cannot tell For my one part, I made Ihift for 
one, my heels doing me better fervice then my 
hands ; and comming to the City, having no other 
means to live by, got me to my old trade to draw 
wine, where I have the befl wine in Florence for 
you Gentlemen. 

Spenc, Ravifh’t 

GoodL And Ruffma7t flain. 

Spe7ic, Oh hard news ; it frets all my blood, 

And flrikes me fliffe with horrour and amazement 

GoodL It flrikes me 
Into a marble flatue, for with fuch 
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I have like fenfe and feeling, 

Spenc. Tell xne Captain, 

Wilt thou give me leave at length to defpair, 

And kill myfelf : I will difclaim all further 
Friendfhip with thee, if thou perfwad'fl me live. 

Ravifht ! 

Goodl. Perhaps attempted but prevented, 

Will you before you know the utmofl certainty, 

Deflroy your felf ? 

Spenc. What is this world % what’s man % are we 
treated 

Out of flint or iron, that we are made to bear this f 
GoodL Comfort, fir. 

Cle77i, Your onely way is to drink wine, if you 
be in grief, for that’s the onely way, the old proverb 
faies, to comfort the heart. 

GoodL Hark where we lie, and I prethee Cle7n 
let’s hear from thee ; but now leave us. 

Clem. I will make bould inquire you out ; and if 
you want money (as many travellers may) as long as 
I have either credit, wages, or any coyne i’th 
world, you fhall not want, as I am a true Eunuch. 

Exit Clem. 

E7iter Florence, ujhuring Beffe ; Train. 

Goodl. Let’s fland afide, and fuffer thefe Gallants . 
pafs, that with their flate take a whole flreet before 
them. 

Flor. Our coach, flay ; we’ll back fome half hourp 
hence ; 

Onely condudl this lady to her lodging, 

Ha, flarted you fweet % Whence fetcht you that figh 1 
Our train lead on : 

W’ have other bufmeffe now. to think upon. Exeunt 

Beffe cajls a jewelL 

Goodl. Sure this was fome great Lady. 

Spetic. But obferv’d you not this jewell that fhe 
cafi me ? ’tis a rich one. 
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GoodL Believe me, worthy your wearing. 

Spenc. What might Ihe be to whom I am thus 
bound % 

Tme here a llranger : never till this day 
Beheld I Florence, nor acquaintance, friend j 
Efpecially of Ladies. 

GoodL By their train, 

The man that did fupport her by the arm 
Was of fome fpeciall note ; and Ihe a Lady 
Nobly defcended. Why fhould fhe throw you this, 
Being a meer llranger ? 

Spenc, There’s fome myllery in’t, 

If We could finde the depth on’t ; fure there is. 

GoodL Perhaps fome newly fain in love with you, 
Now at firfl fight, and hurl’d that as a favour. 

Spenc, Yet neither of us 
Had or the wit or fenfe to enquire her name : 
lie weare it openly and fee if any 
Will challenge it : the way to know her befl. 

GoodL And I would fo. 

Spenc, He truce awhile with forrow for my Beffe, 
Till I finde th’ event. 

GoodL And at bell leafure 
Tender our fervice to the Duke, 

Whom fame reports to be a bounteous prince, 

And liberall to all ftrangers. 

Spenc, ’Tis decreed. 

But howfoe’re his favours he impart, 

My Bejfes Ioffe will flill lit near my heart. Exeunt 

Flourijh. Enter Florence, Mantua, Farara. 

Flor, This honour you have done me, worthy 
Princes, 

In leaving of your Courts to vifit me, 

W’e reckon as a trophie of your loves, 

And fhall remain a future monument 
Of a more firme and perfect amitie. 

Mmt To you, as to the greatell, moH honoured, 
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And moil eileemed Prince of Italy, 

After a tedious oppofition, 

And much effufe of blood, this Prince and I, 

Late reconcil’d, make a moil happy tender 
Of our united league. 

Farar. Seledling you 
A royall witneffe of this union ; 

Which to exprefs, we come to feail with you, 

To fporc and revell, and in full largeffe, 

To fpend our royall bounty through your Court. 

Flor. What neither letters nor ambaffadours, 
Soliciting by fadlions, or by friends, 

Heavens hand hath done by your more calmer 
temper. 

Mant All refillalls, 

Quarrels, and ripping up of injuries, 

'Are fmother’d in the aihes of our wrath, 

Whofe fire is now "extin<5l. 

Farar. Which whofo kindles, 

Let him be held a new Herofiratus ; 

Who was fo hated throughout Ephesus^ 

They held it death to name him. 

Flor, Nobly fpoke. 

And now, confederate Princes, you ihall finde, 

By our rich entertainment, how w’ eileem 
Your friendihip. — Speak ; have we no ladies here 
To entertain thefe princes ? 

Enter Beffe. 

Mant Methinks I fpie one beauty in this place, 
Worth all the fights that I have feen before. 

I think, furvay the fpatious world abroad, 

You fcarce can finde her equall. 

Farar. Had not wonder 
And deep amazement curbM my fpeech in, 
i had foreflall’d this Prince in approbation 
Of her comparelefs beauty. 

F/or. Tafle her, Princes. 

2 


D D 
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This furfets me, and adds unto my love. 

That they fhould thus admire her. 

Mant. Beautious lady, 

It is not my leaft honour to be firfl 
In this moft wifh^d follicite. 

Bejfe, I Hand a Hatue, 

And cannot move but by another's will, 

And as I am commanded. 

Farar. I fhould have wraHled for priority, 

But that I hold it as a bleffing to 

Take off that kifs which he fo late laid on. 

Flor. Now tell me Princes, 

How do you like my judgement in the choice 
Of a fair miftrifs ? 

Mailt You lhall choofe for me. 

Farar, More happy in this beauty, I account 
you, 

Then in your richeft treafure. 

Flor, Wer-’t not clouded oVe 
With fuch a melanc'hply fadnefs, I'de 
Not change it for the wealth of Italy. 

Sweet, cheer this brow, whereon no frown can lit, 

But it will ill become you. 

Beff, Sir, I bleed. 

Flor, Ha 1 bleed % 

I would not have a fad and ominous fate 
Hang o’re thee for a million : 

Perhaps 'tis cuHom with you. 

Beff, I have obferv’d, 

Even from my childhood, never fell from hence 
One crimfon drop, but either my greatefl enemy 
Or my deareft friend was near. 

Flor, Why, we are here, 

Fix’t to thy fide, thy deareft friend on earth. 

If that be all, fear nothing. 

Bejf, Pardon, fir ; 

Both modefty and manners pleads for me, 

And I muft needs retire. 

Nor, Our train attend her : 
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Let her have all obfervance. By my royalty, 

I would not have her tafte the leafl difafler 
For more then we can promife. 

Farar. You have onely fhewed us a rich 

hr, 

And put it in a casket 
Mant Of what coiintrey, 

Fortune, or birth, doth _fhe proclaim herfelf ^ 

For by her garb and language we may gueffe 
She was not bred in Florence. 

Flor. Seat you, Princes ; 

He tell you a flrange project. 

Enter Spencer aitd Goodlack, 

Specie. I have walk't the Hreets, but finde not any 
that will make challenge of this jewell. Captain, 
now we'll try the Court 

GoodL Beware of thefe Italians, 

They are by nature jealous and revengefull, 

Not fparing the moll bafell opportunity 
That may procure your danger. 

Spcnc. Innocence 

Is bold and cannot fear. But fee the Duke ; 

We’ll tender him the folemnll reverence 
Of travellers and flrangers. — Peace, profperitie, 

And all good fates attend your royalty. 

GoodL Behold, w’are two poor Englilh gentle- 
men, 

Whom travell hath enforc’t through your Dukedom, 
As next way to our countrey, proftrate you 
Our lives and fervice : ’tis not for reward 
Or hope of gain we make this tender to you, 

But our free loves. 

Flor. That which fo freely comes, 

How can we fcorn % What are you, gentlemen % 
Mant He fpeake for this. 

Farar, And I for him, 


Exit 

jewel, 
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Well met renowned Englifhman, 

Here in the Court of Florence, This was he, 

Great Duke, whom fame hath for his valour blazon’d, 
Not onely through Mantua^ 

But through the fpatious bounds of Italy^ 

Where ’twas fhown. 

Farar, Hath fame been fo injurious to thy merit, 
That this great Court is not already fill’d 
With rumour of their niatchlefs chevalrie ? 

Flor, If thefe be they, as by their outward fem- 
blance, 

They promife not much lefs, fame hath been har- 
binger 

To fpeak their praife beforehand. Noble gentle- 
men, 

You haue much grac’t our Court : we thank you 
for’t ; 

And, though no way according to your merits, 

Yet will we flrive to cherifli fuch brave fpirits. 

Specie, Th’ acceptance of our fmalleft fervice, fir, 
Is bounty above gold : w’ are poor gentlemen, 

And though we cannot, gladly would deferve. 

GoodL ’T as pleas’d thefe princes to beftow 
on us 

Too great a charadler and gild our praifes 
Far above our deferts. 

Flor, That’s but your modefly. 

Englifh gentlemen, let fame fpeak for you. 

Farar, Gentlemen of Efigland, we pardon you ail 
duty ; 

We accept you as our friends and our compa- 
nions : 

Such you are, and fuch we do efteem you. 

Sj^enc, Mighty Prince, 

Such boldneffe wants excufe, 

Flor, Come, we’ll ha ’t fo. 

Amazement, can it be ? Sure ’tis the felf fame 
Jewell 
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I gave the Englifh lady : more I view it, 

More it confirmes my knowledge. Now is no time 
To queflion ‘it — Once more renowned Englilli- 
men, 

Welcome to us and to thefe Princes. 


Enter RufFman. 

Ruff. Can any man fhew me the great Duke of 
Florence ? 

Mer. Behold the Prince. 

Ruff Daigne, thou renowned Duke, to caft thy 
eyes 

Upon a poor deje6led gentleman, 

Whom fortune hath dejedled even to nothing. 

I have nor meat nor money : thefe rags are all my 
riches. 

Only neceffity compells me claim 
A debt owing by you. 

Elor. By us 

Let’s know the fumme, and how the debt acrues. 

Ruff You have proclaim’d to him could bring the 
head 

Of the Bandetties Captain, for his reward, 

A thoufand crowns. Now I being a gentleman, 

A traveller, and in want, made this my way 
To raife my ruin’d hope. 

I fingled him, fought with him hand to hand, 

And from his bloody Ihoulders lopt this head. 

Flor. Boldly and bravely done. Whate’re thou 
be, 

Thou fhalt receive it from our treafurie. 

Ruff You Ihew yourfelf as fame reports you, 

A bounteous Prince, and liberall to all Grangers. 

Flor. From what countrey 
Do you claim your birth ? 

Ruff. From England, royall fir. 

Flor. Thefe bold Englifhmen, 
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I think are all compos’d of fpirit and fire j 
The element of earth hath no part in them. 

Ma7tL If, as you fay, from England^ we retein 
Some of your countreymen. Know you thefe Gentle- 
men^ 

Riifd longer live in extafie 

This wonder will confound me : Noble friends, 
Bootleffe it were to ask you why, becaufe 
I finde you here. Illuftrious Duke, you owe 
Me nothing now ; to fhew me thefe, is reward 
Beyond what you proclaim’d : the reft I pardon, 

Flor. What thefe are we know, 

And what thou art we need hot gueftion much : 

That head though mute can fpeak it 
Princes, once more receive our royal! welcome, 

Ob, but the jewell ; but of that at leafure ; 

Now we cannot hay. — Our train, lead on. Mori/L 

Exewif Dukes* 

Spenc. Oh, that we three fo happily fiiould meet, 
And want the fourth. 

Rtifp I left her in the hands 
Of rape and murther ; whence, except lome deity, 
’Twas not in the power of man to refcue her. 

However, a good office I have done her, 

Which even in death her foul will thank me for, 
Reveng’d her on that villain. 

GoodL It hath exprefl the noblenefs of thy fpirit ; 
For it we ftill fhall owe thee. 

Rtiff* But what adventure hath prefer’d you, 

And brought you thus in grace 1 
GoodL You fhall hereafter 
Partake of that at large. But, leaving this difcourfe, 
With oiu: joint perfwafions let’s flrive to comfort him. 
That’s nothing but dilcomfort. 

Ruff. Would I had brought him news of that rare 
vertue. 

Yet you have never heard of our late fhipwrack^ 

GoodL Clmn reported it. 

Ruff. How, Ckm^ where’s he ? 
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GoodL He lias got a fervice hard by, and draws 
wine, 

Rvff. His mailer may. well trufl him with his 
maids \ 

For fmce the Balhaws geided him, he has learned 
To run exceeding nimbly, 

E7iter Merchant 

Mer, Sir, ^tis to you, I take it, 

My mellage is diredled. 

The Duke would have fome conference with you, 

But it mull be in private. 

Spenc, I am his fervant, Hill at his command. 
Where fhail's meet anon. 

GoodL At Clems. 

Spenc, Content 

GoodL Where well make a due relation of all our 
defperate fortunes. - 

Ruff. ’Tis concluded. Exeimt 


Explicit A tins quarttcs. 


Adlus quintuSy Scena prima. 


Enter Duke of Florence and Spencer. 

Mor. T Cannot refl till I am fully refolv’d 

About this jewell. Sir, we fent to flay you, 
And wean you fome fmall feafon from your friends ; 
And ydu above the reft, becaufe your prefence 
- Doth promife good difcourfe. 

Spenc. Sir, I am all yours. 
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Flor, How long hath been your fojourn here in 
Florence 1 

Spenc, Two daies ; no more, 

Flor. Have you, fince your arrival, 

Retain’d no beauteous Miftriffe % Pardon me, 

Sir, that I am come thus near you. 

Spmc. On my foul, 

Not any, royall Sir. 

Flor. Think it my love that I prefume thus farre 
To queflion you. Have you obferv’d no Ladie 
Of fpeciall note, courted or difcourfl with any 
Within thefe two daies. 

Spenc. Upon my honour, none. 

Flor. You are a fouldier and a gentleman, 

And iliould fpeak all truth. 

Spenc. If otherwife, I fhould difclaim my gentry. 
Flor. I beleeve you, fir. You have a rich jewell 
here, 

Worthy a Princes wearing : twere not modeflie 
To ask you how you came by it, or from whom. 

Spenc. Nor can I, Sir, refolve you, if you did \ 

But it was call me by a Lady, of whom, 

As then I took fmall notice of, my minde 
Being troubled. 

Flor. ’Tis even fo. 

Spenc. Perhaps your grace, by knowing of this 
jewell, 

May know the beauteous flinger, and fo you might - 
Engage me deeply to acquaint me with her, 

To prove her gratefull debtor. 

Flor. No fuch thing, 

You know none in this city? 

Spenc. Worfe then fcorn, 

Or ful difgrace befall me if I know 
Any you can call woman. 

Flor. Be not moved ,* 

I fpoke but this in fport. Sure this flrange Lady, 
Calling her eye upon this Gentleman, 

Grew ftraight of him inamour'd, which makes her 
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Keep off from my embraces ; but He found all, 

Yet my own wrongs prevent Sir, I ftaid you, 

But to another purpofe, to commit 
A weighty fecret to you. 

S;pe7ic, Wer ^t of millions, 

I’de prove your faithfull fleward. 

Flor. I have a Miflriffe that I tender dearer 
Then mine own eyes — Obferve me, dearer fir, 

Whom neither courtfhip moves, favours can work, 

Nor no preferment tempt 
Spence. How rich were he 
Could call himfelf lord of fuch a jewell. 

Mor. My intreaties, friends, perfwafions, impor- 
tunities 

Of my chad ladies cannot prevail at all. 

Now would I chofe a flranger, fele<5ling thee, 

To bear to her thefe few lines which contein 
The fubftance of my minde. 

Spenc. And Sir, I fhall. 

Flor. In thy afpedl 
I read a fortune that Ihould deftine me 
To drange felicities. Wilt thou be faithfull ? 

Spenc. As to my foul. 

Flor. But thou fhalt fwear before thou undertak^d 
it, 

(Though I fufpedl not falfhood in thy vifage) 

Not once to cad on her an amourous look, 

Speak to her no familiar fyllable. 

Not to embrace her, nor to kiffe her hand, 

Nor her free lip by no means. 

Spenc, Well, I fwear. 

Flor, But that’s not all. 

Swear, by thy faith and thy religion, 

Not to tade the lead fmall favour for thyfelf, 

Touch, or come near her bofome ; for, fair dranger, 

I love her above meafure, and that love 
Makes me thus jealous. 

Spenc. By my honedy, 

Faith, and religion, without free releafe 
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From your own lips, all this will I perform. 

Flor, And fo return the richefl Englifhman, 

That ever pierft our Dukedom. Inflantly ^ 

Thou lhalt about thy task. Exeunt 

E7iter Beffe, Merchant 

Beffe, You have tir’d our ears with your long dif- 
courfe : 

Leave us to reft. 

Mer, Dream on your befl defires. 

Befs. If at fome half houre hence you vifit us, 

We fhall be free for language. 

Mer. Soft reft with you, 

Befs. If my foft fleepe prefents me any fhadow, ' 
Oh, let it be my Spe?icers : him whom waking 
I cannot fee, I may in dreams perhaps 
Converfe with. My fudden bleeding and my drowfi- 
neffe, 

Should not prefage me good. Piay Heaven the 
Duke 

Prove loyall to mine honour : Howfoever 
Death will end all ; and I prefume on this 
’Tis way to Spencer^ and my haven of blifs. 

SJiee lies to flecp. 


Enter Spencer. 

Spenc. What beauty fhould this be, on whom the 
Duke 

Is grown fo jealous ? Sure ’tis fome rare piece. 

He told me fhe was fairer 

Then I could .either judge, or yet imagine. 

Would Beffe were here, to wager beauties with her, 
For all my hopes in England, This is the Chamber. 
Ha, thus far off fhe feems to promife well, 

He take a nearer and more free furvay : 

This taper fhall afflfl me. Fail my eies 1 
Or meet I nothing elfe but prodigies ? 
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Oh heavens, it is my Beffe. Oh, fudden rapture 1 
Let me retire to more confiderate thoughts. 

What Ihould I think, but prefently to wake her, 

And, being mine, to feize her where I fiinde her ? 

Oh, but mine oath, that I Ihould never, never 
Lie with her being my wife, nor kiffe her, touch her, 
Speak to her one familiar fyllable. 

Can oaths binde thus ? My honefty, faith, and reli- 
gion, 

Are ail ingag’ d ; there’s no difpence for them. 

And yet, in all this conflidl to remember 
How the Duke prais’d her vertue, chahitie, 

And conflancie, whom nothing could corrupt, 

Adds to my joyes. But on the neck of this, 

It laies a double torture on my life, 

Firfl to forfweare, then leave fo fair a wife. 

She JIaris. 

Befs, I am all dillra€lion. In my Heep 
I faw him : could I but behold him waking, 

That were a heaven. Ha, 

Do I dream flill ? or was I born to fee 
Nothing but ilrange illufions. Sp7icer\ Love. 

Spenc. I am neither. 

Befs, Thou hall his ihape, his gate, his face, his 
language ; 

Onely thefe words of thine, and flrange behaviour, 
Never came from him. Let me imbrace thee. 

Specie. No. 

Be/s, Then kiffe me. 

Speiic, No. 

Befs. Yet fpeak me fair. 

Spenc, I cannot. 

Befs, Look on me. 

Spenc. I rnuft not, I will not Fare ‘thee well ; 

Yet firfl read that. 

Befs. I have read too much already, 

Within thy change of looks. 

Spenc, Oh me my oath : 

Ide chop off this right hand to cancell it. 
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Befs. But if not now, when then ? 

Spenc. Never. 

Befs. Not kiffe me ? 

Spe7U. No. 

Befs, Not fold mee in thine arms ? 

Speitc, Not. 

Befs, Nor cafl a gratious look upon thy Bejje % 
Spenc, I dare not. 

Befs. Never. 

Spenc. No ; never. 

B^s. Oh, I fhail die. She fwounds. 

Spenc. She faints ; and yet I dare not for my 
oath, 

Once to fupport her ; dies before mine eies, 

And yet I muft not call her back to life. 

Where is the Duke % Some help, no Ladies nigh ? 
Are you all, all alleep or dead, 

Ther’s no more noife in Court 1 

Enter Duke and his train. 

Flor. Ha, what’s the bufmefs, noble friend, what 
news ? 

How fpeed you with my Miflrifle i 
Spenc. You may fee 

There on the ground, half in the grave already. 

So fare you well : 

What grief mine is, thofe that love bell can tell. 

Elor. Support her. Speak, love : look up, 
divineft Millriffe. 

Befs. You faid you would not fpeak, nor look, nor 
touch 
Your Beffe. 

Mor. Who, I ? 

By all my hopes, I ne’re had fuch a thought. 

Befs. Oh, I millDok. 

Flor. Why do’s you look fo gaftly about the room 1 
Whom do your eyes enquire for % 

Befs. Nothing; nay, no body. 
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Flor, Why do you weep % 

Befs. Hath fome new love poffell him, and ex- 
cluded 

Me from his bofome 'I Can it be poffible ? 

Mor. All leave the chamber. 

B^s, But He be fo reveng’d as never woman 
was : 

He be a prefident to all wives hereafter, 

How to pay home their proud negledlfull husbands ; 
’Tis in my way ; I’ve power, and lie do it. 

B7or. What is’t offends you ? 

Befs, ’Tis you have don’t 
B7or. Wee ? 

B^s, If you be the Prince, 

Ther’s but one nxan I hate above all the world, 

And you have fent him to torment me here. 

Blor, What fatisfadlion fhall I make thee for ’t 1 
Be/s, This, and this onely. If you have any 
interefl 

In him, or power above him : if you be a Prince 
In your own countrey, have command and rule 
In your own dominions, freely refigne his perfon 
And his date folely to my difpofure. 

Flor, But whence growls 
The ground of fuch inveterate hate ? 

B^s. All circumdance to omit. 

He, and onely he ravifh’t me from my countrey : 

He was the caufe of all my afdidlions, 

Tempeds, fhipwrack, fears. I never had jud caufe 
Of care and grief but he was author of it. 

Speak, is he mine 1 

Flor, What intered I can claim, either by oath f 
Or promife, thou art Commandreffe of. 

Befs, Then I am yours ; 

And to morrow, in the publike view of all 
The dranger Princes, Courtiers, and Ladies, 

I will expreffe myfelf. This night I intreat 
I may repofe my felf in my o-wn lodging 
For private meditations. 
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Fior, What we have promill, 

Is in our purpofe moll irrevocable, 

And fo we hope is yours. 

Fefs, You may prefume, my lord. 

Flor, Condudl this Lady to her chamber : 

Let her have all obfervance. — We will lay 
Our flridl command on him, lell he Ihould leave 
Our city before our fummons : ’tis to-morrow, then, 
Shall happy thee, make us mofl blefl of men. 

Fxit Duke. 

Befs. Now fhall I quite him home. Th’ ingrate 
lhall know, 

'Tis above patience to be injur’d fo. 

Mer. Will you walk, lady, or take your coach ? 
Befs. That we the llreets more freely may furvay, 
Well walk along. Exeimt 

Enter Clem with his pots. 

Clem. Let me fee, three quarts, two pottles, one 
gallon, and a pinte ; one pinte, two quarts more, then 
I have my load : thus are we that are under* journey- 
men put too 1. Oh the fortune of the feas ; never 
did man that marries a whore fo call himfelf away, as 
i had been like i’th lall tempell : yet nothing vexes 
me fo much, that after all my travels, no man that 
meets me but may fay, and fay ver}' truely, I am now 
no better then a pot companion. 

Enter Belle, Me^xhant. 

Befs. That fhould be Clem my man. — Give me 
fome gold. — 

Here, firra \ drink this to the health 
Of thy old Miflrils. — Vlher on ; 

We have more ferious things to think upon. 

Clem. Millris Bejfe^ Millris Elizabeth, ’tis fhe. 
Ha, gold : hence, pewter pots j lie be a pewter 
porter no longer. My millris turn’d gallant j and lhali 
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I do notlimg but run up-flares and down flares with, 
Anon, anon, fir? No ; I have gold, and anon will be 
as gallant as the proudefl of them. Shall I fland at 
the Bar to bar any mans cafling that drinks hard? 
No ; He fend thefe pots home byfome porter or other, 
put myfelf into a better habit^ and fay, The cafe is 
altered : then will I go home to the bufh where I 
drew wine, and buy out my time, and take up my 
Chamber ; be ferved m pomp by my fellow prentifes. 

I will prefently thither. 

Where I will flaunt it in my Cap and my Feather. 

Enter Goodlack, Spencer, RufFman. 

Goodl, You tell us of the flrangefl wonderment 
That ever came within the compafs of my know- 
ledge. 

Spenc, I tell you but what’s true. 

GoodL It cannot finde example. Did you leave 
her 

In thofe extremities of pafflon ? 

Spenc. I think dying, or the next way to death. 
GoodL To chear you, 

The Dukes own witneffe of her conflancy 
And vertue, arm’d againfl all temptations, 

Part of your griefs fhouid leffen. 

Speno. Rather friend. 

Augment my paffions, to be forc’d to lofe 
And quite abjure fo fweet a bedfellow. 

Oh, it breeds more diflradlion. 

jGoodl. Wer’t my caufe, 

Ide to the Duke, and claim her ; beg for juflice, 

And through the populous court clamour my wrongs, 
If he detein her from you. 

Spenc, But my oath 

Ties me from that I have quite abjur’d her ; 

I have renounc’d her freely ; call her off j 
Difclaim’d her quite : I can no more 
^terefl claim in her, then Goodlack 
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Thou, or Ruffman thou. 

GoodL ’Tis moil ilrange, let’s examine all our 
brains 

How this may be avoided. 

Ruff, How now Cle^n^ you loyter here, the 
houfe is full of gueils, and you are extreamly call’d 
for. 

Clem. You are deceived my Lieutenant, He allure 
you, you fpeak to as good a man as myfelf. Do you 
want any money % 

GoodL Canft thou lend me any 1 

Clem. Look \ I am the lord of thefe mines, of 
thefe Indies. 

Ruff. How camell thou by them ? 

Clem. A delicate fweet Lady, meeting me i’ th 
llreet, like an Affe groaning under my heavy burthen, 
and being inamour’d of my good parts, gave me this 
gold. If you think I lie, examine all thefe pots, whofe 
mouthes, if they could fpeak, would fay as much in 
my behalf. But if you want any money, fpeak in 
time ; for if I once turn Courtier again, I will fcorn 
my poor friends, look fcurvily upon my acquaintance, 
borrow of all men, be beholding to any man, and 
acknowledge no man ; and my Motto fhip. be, Bafe 
is the man that paies. 

Ruff. But Clem^ how cameft thou by this 
gold ? 

Clem. News, news, though not the loll llieep, yet 
the loft Ihrew is found — my Miflris, Miflris Elizabeth., 
’tis fhe. She, meeting me i’ th flreet, feeing I had a 
pot or two too much, gave me ten pounds in a piirfe 
to pay for it, Ecce fignum. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. The Duke hath fummond your appearance, 
Gentlemen, 

And laies his power of love, not of command, 

To vifit him in Court 
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Clein, I am put into the number, too. — If he be a 
tall man, tell him we will attend his highneffe. 

Lord. Fellow, my language was not aim’d at you, 
Clem. But, fir, He make bold to come at firfl 
bidding. 

Lord. Sir, your reward flays for you at Court, 

For bringing of the outlaw’d Captain s head : 

There’s order tane for ’t from the treafurie. 

Jduff. The Duke is jufl and royal. We’ll attend 
you. 

Clem. And He go furnifh myfelf with fome better 
accoutiiments, and He be with you to bring prefently. 

Enter Florence, Mantua, and Farara. 

Mant. There is not in your looks renowned 
Florence^ 

That fommers calme, and fweet alacritie 
That was wont there to fhine : a winters florm 
Sits threatening on your difcontented brow. 

May we defire the caufe. 

Flor. Which you fhall know. 

Princes, the fierce and bloody moors, have late 
Committed outrage on our feas, efpecially 
One mightie Bafhaw, ’gainfl whom w’ have fent 
Fetro Deventuro^ one of our beft Sea Captains j 
And till we hear of his fucceffe w’ are bard 
Of much content 


Enter Merchant^ 

Mer. ]\Iy lord, good news. Fetro Deventuro is 
return’d, 

With happy vi6lory, and ’many noble prifoners, 

And humbly laies his conqueft at your feet. 

Enter Petro, Bafhaw. 

Flor. Fetro, welcome. This thy fervice fhall not 
2 EE 
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die unrewarded. Freely relate the manner of thy 
fea fight. 

. Petro, Then thus, great Duke. 

This noble Bafhaw : noble I mufl call him, 

For he deferves that worthy attribute, 

Did lord ore thefe our feas, appointed well ; 

Laden with many a rich and golden fpoil, 

Not weak to us in number ; being in ken, 

We had him and his Gallies hraight in chafe : 

Hb ne’re fet fail, or fled ; afar our ordnance plaid : 
Coming more near, our mufkets and our fmall fliot, 
Like fhowers of hail begun the flaughter \ 

There this Bafhaw then perceiving flraight 
That he mufl either yeeld or die, his femiter 
He pointed to his breafl, thinking thereon 
To perifh, had not my coming flaid him. 

loffer. Nor think, bold Chriflian, 

That I can commend, or thank thee for ’t ; 

For who that’s noble will not prize brave death 
Before a flavifh bondage : had I died 
By mine own hand, ’t had been a foldiers pride. 

Flor. Although a prifoner captive and a Moor, 

Yet ufe him like the noblefl of his nation. 

And now withdraw with him, till we 

Determine of his ranfome. Exit 

Enter Merchant and Beffe : alfo Spencer, Ruffman, 
Goodlack. 

Mer, Way there for the Dukes Miflriffe. 

Spenc. Ha, the Dukes Miflris, faid he 1 
Goodl, It was harfh. 

Beffe. Keep off : we would have no fuch rubs as 
thefe, 

Trouble our way, but have them fwept afide, 

A company of bafe companions, 

To do no reverence to a Princes Miflris. 

Spe7ic. Heare you that ? 

Mer. Give back : you trouble the prefence. 
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GoodL This cannot be but fome Furie hath 
Cloln her fliape. 

Ruff, It feems ftrange," 

Spenc, But unto me moH horrid. 

Beff, Great Duke, I come to keep my promife 
with you, if you keep your word with me. 

Flor, Thefe kinde regreets are unto me more 
welcome 

Then my late vidlory got at fea. 

Will ’t pleafe you take your feat 1 

Mer, Is not yon Spencer, and that the Captain of 
the P/egro ? 

Spenc, What fhall we next behold ? 

Flor, Yet are^you mine ^ 

Befs, From all the world, great Florefice, witneffe 
this, 

You nehe had yet a voluntary kifs. 

Spenc, ’Sfoot I could tear my hair off, 

Flor, Second your kindneffe : let thefe Princes 
fee 

Your tempting lips folely belong to me. 

Befs, There’s one again. It furfets me ’bove 
meafure, 

To be a Princes darling, and choice treafure. 

Spenc, Hold me, Goodlack, or I fhall break out 
Into fome dangerous outrage. 

Goodl. Shew in this your wifdome, and quite fup- 
prefle your fury. 

Flor, Princes, I fear you have miflook yourfelves 
In thefe two Grangers ; for I have little hope 
To finde them worthy your great charadler. 

Mant, There mufl be great prefumption that mull 
force belief to that 

Farar, Nay more then prefumptions, proofs, 

Or they will win fmall credit 
Flor. You had from us Lady, a coflly jewel ; 

It coil ten thoufand crowns : fpeak, can you fhew it 1 
Befs, I kept it chary 


E E 2 
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As mine own heart, becaufe it came from you ; 

But hurrying through the flreet, fome cheating fellow 
Snatcht it from my arm, therefore, my fuit is, 

With whomfoeVe the jewell may be found, 

The have may die. 

Flor, His fentence thine, we never will revoke it. 
Our Merchant, fearch all our Courtiers, and fuch 
Strangers as are within our Court. 

Mer, Here’s one of no mean luflre that this 
Gentleman wears in his hat. 

Flor. Reach it the Lady. 

GoodL This cannot be Bejfe Bridges^ but fome 
Medufa^ 

Chang’d into her lively portrature. 

Beffe. Princes, the thief is found. What e’re he 
be, 

That’s guilty of this felony, I beg 
That I may be his fentencer. 

FIoi\ Thou lhalt. 

Bejfe. If you have any intrefl in his blood, 

His oaths, or vows, freely refigne them, him 
And all at my difpofe. 

Flor. Have we not don ’t ? 

Farar. Who can with the leafl honour fpeak for 
him, 

The theft being fo apparant f 

Clem. Now if fhe fhould challenge me with the 
purfe fhe gave me, and hang me up for my labour, I 
fliould curfe the time that ever I was a courtier. 

Bejfe. Let me defcend ; and ere I judge the 
Fellon, 

Survay him firfl. ’Tis pitty ; for it feems 
He hath an honeft face, * The word was never. 

Goodl. What, Bejfe^ forget yourfelf ? 

Beffe. An indifferent proper man, and take thefe 
coiirfes. 

You f aid y 071 would not ffeak^ nor look upon, nor toiich 
your Beffe. 

Spenc^ I could be a new Sinon, and betray 
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or^ a Girle worth gold. 

A fecond Troy^ rather then fuiFer this. 

Beffe, Good outward parts ; but in a forraign 
clime, * ^ 

Shame your owne countrey. Never think of that 
Spenc, I fear my heart will break, 

It doth fo flruggle for eruption forth. 

Flor. When do you fpeak his fentence, Lady ? 
Beffe, You’ll confirm ’t, whatever it be. 

Flor, As we are Prince, we will, 

Beffe, Set forth the prifoner. 

Mer. Stand forward Englifhman. 

Befs, Then hear thy doom, I give thee back thy 
life, 

And in thy arms throw a mofl conilant wife. 

If thou hall ralhly fworn, thy oaths are free, 

Th’ art mine by gift, I give myfelf to thee. 

Flor, Lady, we underfland not this. 

Befs, Shall I make it plain 1 
This is, great Duke, my husband, 

Whofe vertues even the barbarous Moors admir’d. 
This the man for whom a thoufand dangers I’ve en- 
dur’d ; 

Of whom the moll approved Croniclers 
Might write a golden legend. 

Mer, My lord, I know that Gentleman 
For Spencer, and her husband ; for mine eyes 
Saw them elpous’d in Feffe, That gentleman 
As I take it, was Captain of the Negro ; 

Th’ other his Lieutenant. 

Clem, And do not you know me ? 

Mer, Not I, fir. 

Clem, I am Balhaw of Barbarie: by the fame 
token I fould certain precious Hones to purchafe the 
place. 

. Flor, Lady, you told us he was the author 
Of all your troubles, cares, and fears. 

Beffe, I told true : his love was caufe of all, 

It drew me from my Countrey in his quell, 

When I defpair’d : and finding him m Feffe^ 



422 The faire Maid of the Wefl : 

Oh do but thinks great Duke, if ehe you lov’d, 

What might have bought him from you. Had my 
Sfiencer 

Been an Euridice^ I would have plaid 
The Orphms^ and found him out in hell. 

Flor. We now perceive 
The caufe of all thefe errours, his unkindneffe, 
Grounded on his rafli oath, which we releafe ; 

And all thofe vertues, honours, and renowns, 

Which e’ne the barbarous Moors feem’d to admire, 
Wee’ll dignifie, and raife their fuffrage higher. 

AIL Florence is honourable. 

Flor, Bring in the Bafhaw, call Venturo forth. 

Enter Joffer, Venti^ro, 

Toff. Duke, I am prifoner ; 

Put me to ranfome or to death ; but to death, rather ; 
For methinks, a foldier fhould not outlive bondage. 
Spenc. Bafhaw Toffer 1 

Leave my embraces, Beffe ; for I of force am call 
Into his arms. My noble friend ? 

Joff. I know you not, and I could wifh you 
did not know me, now I am a prifoner, a wretch, 
a captive, and fuch a one as I would not have my 
friends to know. I pray fland off. 

Spenc. Becaufe you are in durance, 

Should I not know you ? no : 

For then the noblell mindes fhould friends beft know. 
Have you forgot me, Sir ? 

T^ff No : were I in freedome, and my princely 
honours, 

I fhould then be proud to call you Spencer^ 

And my friend ; but now 

Spenc. An Englifh vertue thou fhalt try, 

That for my life once didfl not fear to die. 

That for this noble office done to me, 

Embrace him, Beffe^ dear Goodlack, and the reft, 

Whilft to this Prince I kneel. This was the Bafhaw, 
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King MulUJhe^ made Mm great Viceroy of Argiers, 

I know not, Prince, how he is fain fo low ; 

But if my felf, my friends, and^'all my fortunes 
May redeem him home, unto my naked skin 
lie fell myfelf : and if my wealth will not 
Amount fo much, He leave myfelf in liofLage. 

Far, ’Tis the part of a moil noble friend. 

Mant And in thefe times worthy admiration. 

Flor, I wonder not the Moors fo grac’d this 
nation, 

If all the Englifh equall their vertues. 

For this brave flranger, fo indear’d to thee, 

Paffe to thy country, ranforaleffe and free. 

AIL Koyall in all things is the Duke of Florence, 
Joff. Such honour is not found in Barharie. 

The vertue in thefe Chriftians hath converted me, , 
Which to the world I can no longer fmother, 

Accept nie then a Chriflian and a brother. 

Flor, Princes, thefe unexpedled novelties, 

Shall add unto the high folemnity 

Of your befl welcome. Worthy Englifhman, 

And you, the mirrour of your fex and nation, 

Fair Englilh Elizabeth^ as well for vertue 
As admired beautie, we will give you caufe, 

Ere you depart our Court, to fay great Feffe 
Was either poor, or elfe not bountiful!, 

Baihaw, we’ll honour your converfion 

With all due rites. But for you beauteous Lady, 

Thus much in your behalf we do proclaim, 

The faireji Maid nier patterfUd in her Ufe^ 

So fair a Firkin, ayid fo chajl a wife. 




Epilogue. 

O Till the more glorious that the creatures 
be. 

They in their native goodnejfe are more free 
To things below them ; fo the Sun we find 
Vnpartially to Jhine on all mankind. 
Denying light to none. And you we may 
Great King, mofi jufily call our Light, our 
Day : 

Whofe glorious cottrfe may never be quite 
run, 

Whild earth hath Scrveraigm, or the heaven 
a Sun. 


FINIS. 




NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Page i 

The Fayre Mayde of the Exchange. 

This play, together with the tragi-comedy of Fortune by Land 
and Sea^ was edited by Mi. Barron Field for the Shakefpeare 
Society in 1846. 

Page 4. 

And prowd quothumicke adiion Jhcdl devife 

From cothurmiSj the buskin. 

Page 10. 

Enter Mall Berry. 

In the days when this play was written, all words of one fyl- 
lable, written with an a, had the broad pronunciation which we 
now give to thofe fpelt with an o ; a cuftom flill retained in 
Scotland and the North of England. ‘*Mall” was therefore 
pronounced as it is now written Moll.” 

Page 17. 

He have one venny with her tongue. 

i. e. a fence, encounter, paffage of arms, thruft. 

lb. 

yonder wad of groanes, 

A wad is a bundle. 

Page 20. 

Whads her haireF faith two Bandora wiars^ iher's not the 
ftmile. 

A bandora was a guitar (fee Hawkins's Ht/iory of Mufic, III, 
345) ; and, however ftrange this fmnlitude may now feem, ladies', 
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hair was often compared to wires by the Elizabethan poets 
Thus Lodge, in England"* s Parnaffus : — 

“ Her hair not trufs’d, but fcatter’d on her brow, 
Surpaffing Hybla’s honey for the view, 

Or foften’d golden wiresl* 

And Carew : — 

** I do not love thee for that fair 
Rich fan of thy moll curious hair, 

Tho’ the wires theieof be drawn 
Finer than the threads of lawn.” 

Page 20. 

Jhall I defie hat-ba7ids, ard tread 
garters and Jlwe-Urtngs under my feet. 

Frank has given us this defcnption of a lover’s habits before 
(p. 16), in almoft the fame words. It confifts in a general in- 
difference to the ligatures of drefs, and an exchange of the fop- 
pery of neck-ruffs for the plainnefs of falling bands, fuch as 
divines, lawyers, and charity boys now wear. “ Ruf&n ” (ruf- 
fian) ‘Hs,” Mr. Barron Field thinks, *‘a poor pun. There is,” 
he adds, “a good deal of humour in * fhoo-ftrmgs fo andfo’ 
(p. 21) ; as if Frank had exhaufled the eloquence of his 
paflion.” 

The hatband was a very diftinguifhing feature of the no- 
bility and gentry of thofe times, on the adornment of which 
comparatively large fums were expended. 

Page 21. 

well Crowde, what fay you to Fiddle fum? 

It is well known that a Crowd is a Fiddle. 

Page 22. 

hie intreates me to meet him at the flarre in cheapfide. 
firfl edition reads “ Cheape,” fo that during the thirty 
ye^ that elapfed between that and the republication, the place 
.probably received its later and prefent cognomen. 

Ib. 

mafter Fiddle is my name^ fir Laurence Syro was my Father. 

So both the old editions ; Mr. Barron Field reads ** Sir 
Laurence LyreP 
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Page 24. 

Crip. What firi'a dl^ thou he in the KnigHts ward, or on the 
Maflerg fide ? 

Bow. Neither, neither yfaith. 

Crip. Where then, tn the Hole? 

Three different departments of a prifon, in which debtors were 
confined, according to their ability to pay for their accommoda- 
tion. All three are defcribed by Fenner in the Compters Com- 
monwealth (1617). So m The Mifertes of Inf ore ed Marriage 
“ I was inforced from the Mitre in Bread- Street, to the Counter 
in the Poultry ; for mine owne part, if you fliall think it meet, 
and that it fhall accord with the ftate of gentry, to fubmit my- 
felf from the featherbed in the mafter’s fide, or the flock-bed 
in the Knight’s ward, to the flraw-bed in the hole, I fhall buckle 
to my heels, inftead of gilt fpurs, the armour of patience and 
do’t.” 

Page 26. 

your fhilling prcrdd but a harper. 

2. e, an Trifh fhilling, worth only nxnepence. 

Page 29. 

thus, thus, thou fhouldjt haue railde : 

The forfeit of his bond, &c. 

The later edition of 1637 reads “raifde*’ without the colon; 
and Mr. Barron Field adopts this reading, we think fomewhat 
too haflily. The leader will obferve that the Cripple has already 
given vent in the previous page to the exclamation, The for- 
feit of his bond The word railde,” as it ftands in the 
firffc edition, is fmely appropiiate ; the Cripple has been teach- 
ing Mafler Berry how to rati with a vengeance : whereas to 
“ raife the forfeit ” is not a very intelligible expreflion. 

Page 30. 

Why then attend you Hilles and Dales, and ftones fo quiche of 
hearing. 

This founds very like two lines of an old fong. 

Page 31, 

I Jkould be now devtfmg fentences 
And OmQ2.ts,for pojleriiie to carve 
, Vpon the infide of the Counter wall. 

Sentences are fententious maxims, and caveats are cautions to 
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pofterity againft ranning into debt or becoming furety, fucb as 
impriforied debtors fcribble on their walls. 

Page 32. 

At length impald Lone with a Laurell wreath. 

And later on : 

Till fame faire faint impale him with a crowne. 

So Shakefpeare in 3 King Henry VI., III. 2 : — 

Until my mifshap’d trunk, that beares this head, 

Be round impaled with a glorious crown.” 

Page 34. 

farre qff^ and ne’re the neere. 

The proverb is, Early ttp, and never the nearer / but in old 
plays it is generally printed, ne’er the near,” whether for verfe 
or for profe. Our forefathers often flurred the letter r. They 
called it the dog’s letter. “Ne’er the near” made a better 
jingle ; for there is little doubt that both words were then pro- 
nounced (as they were fiequently written) alike. See King 
Richard IL adl v. fc. I ; — 

“ Better far off, than, near, be near the near,” 

It was to avoid' the r that more was called moe. 

Page 35. 

Will I write downe in bloody Charadters 
' That is, in letters -written with his own blood, as extravagant 
lovers ufed to do. 

Page 54. 

, J will intimate her mother 

In my behalfe. 

This is a very unufual fenfe of the verb to “ intimr/^e but 
it is countenanced by the following palfage from Spender’s Eaerte 
Queene, booke vi. canto 3, ftanza 12 

** So confpiring gan to intimate 
Each other’s griefe with zeale affedfionate.” 

Page 55: 

Vouchfafe thou wonder to ah^ht thy feed . , . . , 

Come fit thee downe where never ferpent htjfes 
And being fet tie /mother thee with kijfes. 

From Shakefpeare’s Venus and AdoniS) ftanza 3. The reader 



will fcarcely require to be told that moft of the other quotations, on 
this page are from the fame poem, of whofe popularity they 
afford ftrong evidence. 


Page 56. 

He beare the bucklers Imice away. 

Clypeum ahjicere was the Roman phrafe for to yield. To betlr 
them* away is therefore to conquer. 

Page 57. 

His mo/l tolerable, and not to be endured. 

The later edition of 1637 reads “ intolerable f but in Shake- 
fpeare’s comedy of Much Ado ahotit Nothing, which was firfl 
printed in 1600, feven years before the prefent play, Dqgberry 
fays (act. 3, fc. 3), ‘‘ for the watch to babble and talk is moji tole^ 
rable and not to be e^idured'^ There is little doubt that Hey wood 
intended to raife a laugh by repeating a well-known blunder of 
this popular chara(fl:er of his gieat contemporary \ and that who- 
ever made the alteration in the later edition had forgotten or 
knew^nothing of the allufion. 

Page 69. 

What are you curfmg too I then we catch no ji/h : 

Comes there any more, Im'ds two Snights to a dijh. 

Mr. Barron Field reads “ two Knights to a difh ‘‘ Both 
the original copies,” he fays, have ^Snights,' an obvious mif print. 
But I have never met with this proverbial phrafe befoie. Two 
knights on one horfe we have heard of.** 

Page 73. 

For all thou haji borne Bowdler Jlill in hand, 

“ Bore many gentlemen, myfelf being one, 

In hand, with the hope of adlion.** 

* Meafurefor Meafure, I. 

Whereat grieved 

That fo his ficknefs, age, and impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand.^* — Hamlet^ ii. 2. 

In Dr. Walter Pope’s Life of Bijhop Seth Ward (1697, p. 104), 
is the following paffage My lord, I might bear you in hand^ 
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a weftern plirafe. fignifying to delay or keep in expecflation, and 
feed you with promifes, or at lead: hopes,” &c. 

Page 89. 

A Woman Kild with Kmdne/s, 

This play, together with The Royall King and the Loyall 
Subjetfi, was printed for the Shakefpeare Society in 1850, with 
an Introducftion and Notes by Mr. Payne Collier. When edit- 
ing this play Mr. Collier had not accefs to the firft edition, but 
made ufe of the third (publifhed in 1617). Although a few 
cancels were afterwards ilTued, the errors that arofe were only in 
part redlified, and this play is even more unreliable in text than 
others of Heywood publifhed by the fame Society. 

Page 93. 

The Jhaking of the Jlteetes, 

This was the name of a very popular tune, to which many 
ballads of the time were written : it was called The Shaking of 
the Sheets or the Dance of Death ; and a full account of it may be 
feen in Chappell’s National Englijh Airs, 

Page 94. 

Then my imperfedi beauty. 

** Clearly wrong, according to the next line,” fays Mr. Collier, 
who reads beauties.” 


Page 97. 

The tunes here mentioned, fuch as ^‘Rogero,” '‘The begin- 
ning of the World,” “John, come kifs me now,” “Tom Tiler,” 
“The hunting of the Fox,” &c., were well known, and are 
often mentioned in old writers ; and thofe who wifh to learn all 
that IS now known about them, have only to confult Chappell’s 
National Englijh Airs. We do not recollect that “ Put on your 
fmock on Monday” is mentioned elfewhere, but nothing can w^ell 
be more common than notices of “ Sellenger’s Round.” 

Page 99. 

Rehecke her not. 

Here, and afterwards, we have a curious colledlion of the , 
terms ufed in falconry, which are not now very intelligible, fuch, 
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particularly, as *'at the querre” and “ at the ferre ; ” ^‘jeiTes'* 
are more common, and are mentioned in Othello^ acSl iii. fc. 3. 

Page iio. 

Sir you are muck beholding to my husband. 

This was the almoil invariable mode of expreflion ; and 
Shakefpeare confkantly fo ufes the word, though his editors have 
as conftantly fubflitiited beholden. The adlive participle is re- 
quired, and the fubflitution of the paffive is not merely unnecef- 
fary, but grammatically wrong. 

Page 113. 

Since he came miching fir ft into our houfe, 
i,e , fince he came fneaking or Jiealing firft into our houfe. This 
very applicable line has not been quoted by the commentators on 
Hamlet^ adl iii. fc. 2. 

Page 121. 

A paire of Cards, 

Or, as we now fay, a pack of cards. The exprelTion was then 
common. 

Page 127. 

Yoti play beji at Noddy. 

The enumeration of games at cards in this fcene, and the 
application of them to the bufmefs of the play, are remarkable. 
They are Noddy, Double-ruff, Knave out of doors, Lodam, 
Saint, Pofl-and-pair, and Vide-ruff, which laft is the game 
chofen. Moft of thefe are defcribed in Mr. Singer’s work upon 
Playing-cards, and it is needlefs to enter into any explanation of 
them here. 

Page 132. 
to he more reniiffe, 

* The fenfe is that Frankford might induce his brother to be 
“ more remifs,” or lefs vigorous, in his hard dealing with Sir 
Charles Mountford. 

Page 143. 

Some barbarous Outdaw, or vnciuil JKeme, 

The word “kern,” is here employed to fignify generally an 
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uncivilized perfon : it is ufually applied to the wild and favage 
inhabitants of Ireland, and occurs often in Shak'efpeare. 

Page 147. 
or Rebato wier, 

ie., a wire to iliffen or fet a rebato, which was the name for a 
fpecies of ruff worn round the neck, and frequently mentioned 
by old writers. 

Page 154. 

JSnter Mifiris Frankeford, in her bed. 

In the fimplicity and poverty of our ancient ffcage, it often 
happened that a bed was thruft upon the fcene, in order that it 
might reprefent a fleepmg-room inflead of a fitting-room. In 
this inflance, Mrs. Frankford was in the bed, when it was brought 
before the audience. 

Page 159. 

The Foure Prentises of London, 1615. 

In "Flttchefs Rntg-M of the Burning Peftle^ printed in 1613, 
which, as Warton maintained, was intended to ridicule this play,’ 
occurs the following allufion to it : — ‘‘ Read the play of the Four 
Prentifes, where they tofs their pikes fo.’’ Mr. Gilchrifh thought 
It evident from this that there was an earlier edition of the Four 
Prentifes than that of 1615 ; though no fuch edition has hitherto 
been difcovered. “ If we are to underhand Fletcher literally,’^ 
he fays, the words quoted “ muft neceffaiily refer to an earlier 
copy than the one here printed from. Heywood’s preface to the 
Four Prentifes informs us that it was written as early at leaft as 
1600, and Warton feems to refer to an edition of 1612. 

Page ’169. 

1 1 ft my Tankard to guard the Conduits 

In Annales (1631) we learn that ‘‘it was the general 

ufe and cuftome of all apprentizes of London, mercers only ex- 
cepted, to carry the water tankerd, to ferve their mailers, from 
the Thames, and the common conduits of London.*^ 

Page 178. 

may bring them altogether. 

The edition of 1632 reads, “ may bring them once to meet.” 



433 


Page iSi. 

To giue 7 nce hunts-vp. 

The htmtS’-up was the name of a tune anciently played to 
wake the hunters, and colledt them together. 

Page 183. 

Take pojfejlon of them in Gods name, that came to vs m the 
duals name* 

The later edition reads, in Jovds nafne. The name of “ God’^ 
is, indeed, carefully eliminated from the edition of 1632, and 
replaced by ‘‘Heaven,” “Jove,” as in the prefent inftance, or 
fome other fynonym. As a general rule, we have reflored the 
reading of 1615. 

Ih. 

' And yee Jhall do me afi exceeding grace. 

The edition of 1632 reads “ pleafure.” 

Page 192. 

Make legs, and curtTies. 

The edition of 1615 reads “cringes.” 


3 , 

You Jhare with me in love. 

The earlier Edition reads “ end. 

Page 196. 

What meane thefe haily Frinces thus to iarre. 

The Edition of 1632 reads “ Chrtflian Princes.” 

Page 198. 

Go on, by heauen you Jhall, 

“ Go on, indeed you fhall.^' Ed. 1632. 

Page 204. 

/ thus : tis eafier /port then the Baloone. 
i.e., football Baton, Fr. In the time of Heywood this was a 
princely amufement, as we learn from Prince Henry's orders for his 
highnes Court, given at Richmond, the i6th October, 1610, in 
w^hich he enjoins, “ that when he is himfelf at the tennys play, the 
ballon, or fuch exercife, two of his guards be prefently ap* 
pointed to attend about the dore until his departure thence.” 

a F F 
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Page 204. 

Robert and the Palatine caji their Warders. 

Warders appear to have been a kind of tiunclieons carried by 
the perfon who prefided at thefe fmgle combats. On its being 
thrown down, both the parties were obliged to ceafe fighting. 
So, in the account given by Hall of the duel between the Duke 
of Norfolk and the Duke of Hereford, it is faid, The Duke of 
Noidfolke was not full fet forward w^hen the King call doune his 
•warder; and the herauldes cried ho, ho. Then the King caufed 
their fperes to be taken from them,’^ 

Page 205. 

hard and kept from loues fatiety. 

The Edition of 1632 reads ‘Tociety.’' We take it, however, 
that fatiety is ufed in the fenfe of fatisfacTion ; and that ‘So- 
ciety ” does not by any means imply wdiat is heie meant. 

. Page 213. 

Our gownes to armour^ and our fhels to plumes. 

Warburton obferves that the chief places of devotion being 
beyond the fea, or on the coafts, the pilgrims were accuftomed 
to put cockle-fliells upon their hats, to denote the intention or 
performance of their devotion. 

Page 229. 

Which Titus and Vefpafian once brake downe: 

Henflow'e, in his Diary, under date the iith April, 1591, men- 
tions the performance of a play called Tttus and Vefpafian. 

Page 241. 

Be thine the Guidon. 

A ftandard, enfign, or banner, under which a troop of men of 
arms ferve, 

Ib. 

The Camifado Jhall he giuen by me. 

(From the Spanifii, Cameifa, a fhirt :) a fudden affaulting, or 
furprifal of the enemy ; fo termed, becaufe the foldiers who 
execute it moft commonly wear Jhtrts over their armour, or take 
their enemies in their fliirts. 

Page 242. 

Captaine of the Spyons. 

l^pionSf Fr, fpies, troops of obfervation. 
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Page 242. 

*^rejtch MaificrSy and cart‘iage Maijlers, 

Digges in his Siratioticos (1590) fays that the trench-mn/ler 
* ‘ hath commaimdexnent over all the pion^rs, and is to give dli ec- 
tion paiticularly for all earth v^orkes (v^hethcr they be trenches 
for inclofing the camp, or fconces to be made agamfl the enemy, 
or defences for the artillene.” The office of the carriage-mafler 

IS chiefely to fee good order obferved both m the marching and 
lodging of the carriages, that they clog not up the wayes, nor 
hinder another in marching.” 

Ib. 

Stochadoes^ Palizadoes, Jlop tJmr waters, 

Bttlwar^kes and Curtaines all are hatterd downe 
And we are fafe enire^icht by Pyonei's. 

Our Cafe-mates, Cauahers, and Counterfcarfes, 

Are well fu 7 'ueVd by all our Pftginers, 

Fortijlcaiions, Ramparts^ Parapets. 

Palhadoes aie a defence, or vrall of pales, or ftakes, or the 
pointed ftakes in a fortification, which hinder the enemy fiom 
fcaling the work. The term is also ufed for great polls fet up in 
the entry to a camp foi a defence againll great fiiot. 

Curtams are that pait of the wall or rampart that lies between 
two boHions. 

Cafemaies (from the Fr chafmate), ‘‘a loop-hole in a fortified 
wall to fiioot out at f or in fortification, a place in a diteh out of 
which to plague the affailants. 

Cavaliers in fortification are heaps or mafles of earth, raifed in 
a fortrefs to lodge the cannon for fcouring the field, or oppofmg 
a commanding woik. Thefe cavaliers are fometimes of a round, 
fometimes of a fquare figure, the top being bordered with a para- 
pet to cover the cannon therein mounted. A Cavalier is fome- 
times called a double baftion. ^ 

A Countejfeaif or contramure, is an out-wall compaffing the 
walls of the city, and placed before them foi the more fafe-guard. 

A parapet is a wall ox defence breaft high, on the upper part ot 
a rampire, to defend from the enemies’ Ibot. 

' Page 253. 

, A 7 iotahle dijfembhng lad, a Cracke. 

Tyrwhitt fays ‘“^this is an old Icelandic word, fignifying a boy 

F F 2 
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or child. One of the fabulous kings and heroes of Denmark, 
called Hiolf, was fiimamcd Krake, The word is often iifed by 
the Elizabethan dramatifts. So in Maffinger’s U 7 i 7 tatural Combat 
(adt i. fc. i) : 

“ Here’s a crack I 

I think they fuck this knowledge in their milk. 

Page 255. 

The Faire Ma>id of the Weft, 

The two Parts of this play were printed for the Shakefpearc 
Society, with an Introduction and Notes by Mr. Payne Collier, 
in 1850. 

Page 260. 

This lift is prefixed to the old copy, and we have not in any 
refpedl varied from what we may fuppofe to have been the 
author’s arrangement of the characters of his play. Of the per- 
formers, whofe names follow the paits they lepiefented, fuch 
particulars as have come down to us have been collected and 
printed by the Shakefpeare Society. 

lb. 

The Earl of Effex going to Gales. 

“ Cales ’’ was the old mode of fpelling Cadiz • and it is often 
neceffary to preferve it for the fake of the mealure of the verfe. 
The Earl of Effex, ftriCtly fpeaking, was not “going to Cales 
this voyage ; for the Expedition to Cadiz had been lent out in 
the preceding year. The expedition of 1597 was againft the 
Azores, and the Spanifh Eaft and Weft India fleets : it was corn- 
monly called **the Ifland voyage." 

Page 261. 

Prologue. 

The Prologue and Epilogue Tee p. 424) to the Faire Maid of 
the Weft, appear m a corrected form in the Prologues and Epi- 
logues included in Heywood’s Pleafant Dialogues and Dramas. 
Lond. X637, pp. 236 — 237. The text of the two verfions has 
been carefully collated, and what feemed to be the preferable 
reading has been adopted where^they differ. 

Page 263. 

When pets my Lord to Sea ? 

The lord fpoken of as about ^to put to fea, when the wind 
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lliould be fair, was, of courfe, the Earl of Effex, the great and 
unfortunate favourite of ^Queen Elizabeth, who was appointed 
leader of the expedition of 1597. It failed m Auguft of that 
year ; fo that the time of aiftion in this play is very clearly 
afcertained. 

Page 268. 

Goe^ let yoitr ma/ier fnick-up. 

To “gofnick"up” has been ufually confidered equivalent to 
go hang; but here it fliould feem that it has reference to drawing 
wine for the guefts. 

Page 272, 

With deceafed hopes. 

We have ventured the infertion of the word “with,” which 
does not appear m the original. Mr. Collier and Mr. Dyce have 
both pointed out that fomethmg feemed to be wanting to this 
palTage to complete the fenfe, but neither rilkecl a conjecture as 
to what it was. 

Ib, 

For new f apply from thence. 

The old copy reads conmptly I^fom new fupply from 
thence.” It was perhaps vTitten by the author “ Some new 
fupply from thence. ” 

Page 275. 

A ditmbe Show, 

The dumb fhow was of couife intended to denote the depar- 
ture of the General (the Earl of Effex) and his followers on their 
Ifland voyage. The liberality and pundluality of Effex in his 
payments are diflindtly evinced by the difcharge of the debts 
owing by him and his officers, previous to his final depaiture on 
17th Auguft. The “ Hautboys ” mentioned in the ftage-direc- 
tion played, as was not unufual, during the dumb-fhow and the 
paffage of the characters acrofs the flage. 

Jh. 

Enter Forfet a 7 id Foughman, 

The fcene here changes to Foy, where Befs Bridges is miftrefs of 
the Windmill tavern. 

Page 276. 

F'atk tm'n^d osoer yonr yeares to me, 

i,e,^ Clem^s years of feruitude : to turn over an apprentice from 
one mafler to another is ftill the expreffion. 
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Page 277. 

Marry the laji dear e y ear e. 

We leam from Stow, {An 7 iales, p. 1279) tliatin 1596, wheat 
was fix, feven, and eight fliillings per bulhel : the dearth con- 
tinued and increafed in 1597 ; fo that, in Aiigull of that yeai, 
the bufhel of wheat was fold for thirteen fhillings. 

Page 280, 

I ca 7 z tell the 7 ?t what is to be-tall. 

A pun founded upon the Geiman word hezahlen, which figni- 
fies to pay. Clem fays that he can tell them what is to pay 
with one w’ord of his, mouth. 


lb. 

Were / izot with fo many futoi's pefered. 

The old edition reads ^‘with fo futor^” and Mr. Collier 
makes no emendation or note to the paffage ! The reading m the 
text, fufficiently obvious in itfelf, was fuggefted by Mr. Dyce. 
(MSS. Notes at the end of his copy of the original play in the 
Dyce Library, South Kenfmgton Mufeum.) 

Page 281. 

Enter Spejuer and Goodlacke. 

The fcene here changes to Fayal, in the Azoies, after 
the taking of the place. 

Page 282. 

A/r, you have no commiffwUy &c. 

Ought we not to read, in this line, “ Sir, / have no commiffion 
but my counfeb?’^ 

Pa6e 284. 

Mary Ambree, or ’Weftmmjiers Long Meg. 

Mary Ambree was a man*drefling heroine, often mentioned by 
our old dramatifls, whofe achievements are celebrated in a well- 
known ballad in the fecond volume of Percy’s Rehqties. Long 
Meg of Weftminfter, another mafculme damfel, faid to be of 
large dimenfions, has had her exploits celebrated in profe in 
a tradt printed anterior to the clofe of the reign oif Eliza- 
beth, and reprinted in 1635. 
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Page 291. 

Little Davy, CttUing Dich. 

Two characSlers of the time, celebrated for their bravado and 
exploits. 

Page 297. 

The Kings heftenant. 

The Mayor ought to have faid, the Queeft's lieutenant, the 
time being 1597 ; but, when this play was written, the Mayor of 
Foy was the King’s lieutenant. 

Page 298. 

Moji dijfolutely. 

So Shakefpeare, in Merry Wives of Windfor, adl i. fc. I — 
am freely diffolved and diJfolutelyT 

Page 301. 

Ptiterfee-inee> 

So called, from Pedro Ximenes, or Peter Simon, (as the name 
has been corrupted) who imported vines from Germany into 
Spain, and planted them near Malaga. — Henderfon’s Hijiory of 
Ancient and Modei'n Wines, page 1193. Pecer-fee-me is men- 
tioned times out of number in our old dramatifts. 


Ik 

lie furnijh you with hajiai'd. 

The pun upon this fweet wine (fiom the Meditenanean, and 
fo called from the fpecies of grape) could hardly be avoided at 
any time. 

Page 302. 
rotten egges. 

Fiom this, and other authorities, we learn that eggs were ufed 
in the burning of fack. ' 

Page 303. 

So I may keepe that ftill. 

The original reads, “So I make keepe,” and Mr. Collier 
filently repeats the error. Mr. Dyce fuggefted the emendation in 
the text. 

Page 304^ 

As this poore table. 

i.€., piclure : the word was not fo ufually applied to a portrait 
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A pi(5ltire was called a table (tavola, tableati), becaufe it was 
generally painted on a board. 

Page 306. 

A gmge of Injiy lads. 

“ Ging’’ is tbe old form of gajig^ and it occurs in The Merry 
Wives of Windfor, a(5l iv. fc. 2 . It is alfo met with in Ben Jon- 
fon’s Every Man m his Humour^ though Gifford thought fit to 
change it to gang—'’^ An I could not find m my heart to fwinge 
the whole ging of ’em.” Middleton ufes it twice ; and Mr. 
Dyce very properly preferves it, as one of the ancient words ot 
our language. It may be found in other dramatifls of the time 
of Shakefpeare. 

Page 309. 

I have chanfd my copie. 

A common expreffion, in our old writers, to indicate an im- 
portant or entire change. ^ 

Page 31 i. 

Poore-jolm. 

The ordinary name for falt-fiih, and particularly for hake, 
salted and dried. 

Page 312. 

Hohoyes long. 

Such is the ftage-direcffion ; meaning, no doubt, that the in- 
llrumeiits are to play for a long time, in order to give oppor- 
tunity for preparation, and a change of fcene from Foy to Fez. 
The firff fpeech of the firft fpeaker conveys this needful intelli- 
gence to the auditory. 

Page 315. 

A peece. 

Le., a piece of artillery is difcharged from the fliip, againft the 
church, at Fayal. 

Page 316. 

Up with your fights. 

Fights were, technically, defences placed round the fiiip, to 
protedl the crew on deck. 

Page 317. 

Now, you Don Diegoes. 

The allufions to this dirty exploit of a Spaniard in St. Paul’s 
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are innumerable in oiu* old dramatifts, and for many years it con- 
tinued a fubje^l: of reproach and laughter. See Middleton’i» 
Blurts Majier Canjiable, ad iv. fc. 3; Dekker and Webfter^s 
Str Thomas Wyat, 1607 ; Beaumont and Fletcher’s Captain^ 
ad in. fc. 2, &c. See alfo Notes to Dekker’s Dramatic Works, 
voL iii. p. 372. 

Page 320. 

A/i long-. 

The words “ Ad long” are inferted to Ihow that, in Older to 
make due prepaiation for \'vhat follows, the interval between the 
fourth and fifth ads was longer than oidinary. On p. 312 we 
have had Hoboyes long.” 


Page 324. 

Wheft this eternal fnbfiancei &c. 

Thefe three lines (with the fubflitution of Fez for Spain) form 
the commencement of Kyd’s celebrated drama, The Spamjh 
tragedy, portions of which have been quoted by fo many authors 
that It IS impoflible to enumerate tliem. It was a great popular 
favouiite, and feems to have been efpecially fo with all appren- 
tices. 

Page 327. 

Balla/i home with gold. 

Perhaps more properly fpelt ballad d, fiom the verb to hallace ' 
we now fay ballafted. Shakefpeare, Comedy of Errors^ ad 111, 
fc, 2, ufes “ ballaft ” in the fame way as Heywood. Phtzgeoffiey, 
in hisfermon on the death of Sir A. Rous, 1622, gives us the 
verb in its infinitive — *^and to ballace their knowdedge with 
judgment” 

Page 328. 

With a moorian. 

Clem here feems attempting a fort of play upon the word 
murrain. 

Page 330. 

No more oi your cuttmg honour. 

The wo^d “ of” is omitted in the old copies ; but Clem's pre- 
vious fpeech beginning ‘'No more of youi honour” enables us 
to fupply It. 
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Page 355. 

SeUengers round, and Tom Tiler, 

TVo popular “ fiddler’s tunes Sellenger’s round was alfo 
called “ The Beginming of the Woild,” and is mentioned by 
many authois. Tom Tiler is one of the dances played by “^Old 
Fadier Rofin, chief Mmflrel of Highgate/’ in Ben Jonfon’s Tali 
of a T'jJ\ acl 1., fc, 2. 

Page 3S2. 

His life is mcerh forfeit. 

In our old writem, ‘'merely*^ is commonly nfed for aBfjlutefy^ 
ii'. ill tins inftance. 

Page 

chat'adier thy lufl. 

i,€,, write thy lufl in diaraclers, or letters, upon my breail — a 
by no means unufual a.pplication of the woid. So Hamhi 
a< 5 l 1., fc. 3 — 

And thefe few precepts in thy memoiy 
Look thou character^'' 

Page 387. 

Dtsmh fhow„ 

are to fuppofe that thefe various events were repre- 
fenled in feme way, however im j erfedlly, to the eyes of the 
Midicnce. 

Page 3SS. 

All is lojl t 

Pefs and her two companions enter, as after fhipT^ureck, on the 
coafl of Tufeany, here called “ the coafl of Fiovenced’ 

Page 393 * 

That ! may call you fervanL 

The fenfe ought rather to be, “ that I may call me you 
fervant,'’ or lover, vhich was the frequent meaning of ‘'^fervant”' 
at that time. The anfwer of Befs warrants our interpretation o^ 
the text ,* and omitting “ me,” in the next hemiflich, into which 
it perhaps efcaped j&om the Ime above, the meafiire is complete. 
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Howe^^eij Hey wood’s verfe is often fo confufed and ii regular, 
tluit the metre is a vei-y unfure guide. 

Page 393. 

Enter Ciem, /olus. 

The exit of Clem had taken place, probably, when the banditt 
got the better of Ruffman, but it is not marked in the old copy. 
We miifl fuppofe that Clem comes fneaking in again when 
he fees the coaft clear, not being awar^ of what had paffed 
■between the piince of Ferrara, Befs, &c., after the banditti had 
bec-n diiven away. 

lb, 

- to faiisfie Colon. 

The name of the principal inteftine, and often ufed by our 
early dramatics for the ftomach : thus Middleton, in More 
DiJfemMers betides Women, adl hi. — For colon is fharp fet often- 
times ” 

Ib. 

It IS not now with me as when Andrea liv^d, 

Clem has quoted this line before (p. 324), but without the ob- 
vious interpolation of with me.” 

Page 394. 

an tinder skmker, 

i.e., an under-drawer. A fchenker, in Dutch, means a perfon. 
%« ho fills the cups or glafles. 

Ib, 

Enter Ruffman bleeding, 

Ruffman had been beaten off the ffage by the banditti, on p. 389 ; 
and he, like Clem, returns to it, ignorant of what had fubfe- 
qnently happened. 

Page 405. 

Upon dejected Gentleman, 

Whom fo7'i line hath dejedted even to ttothing. 

The word “ dejedled” is in all probability WTong in one or the 
6ther of thefe lines ; but we have no clue which would enable us 
fubflitute the right word. 



Page 415. 

In extremities ofpajjlo7t f 

The word “in’" seems to have been accidentally battered out 
of the type, but a fmall part of the letter 1 is ftill vifible. 

Page 416. 

Bafe is the mmt that paies. 

So Piftol, in B'enry K, acl ii. fc. i — “ Bafe is the Jtave that 
pays.” Steevens fuppofed, with reafon, that the expreffion was 
proverbial. 


END OF SECOND VOLLME 



